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PREFACE : 


% 


Having  been,  for  fome  time,  a  labourer  in  the 
Drama,  and  finding  it  necefiary  to  continue  my  labours,  I 
cannot  help  endeavouring  to  guard  the  paft  from  mif- 
reprefentation,^  left  my  fupinenefs  may  injure  the  future. 
Confcious  that  a  prejudice  has  been  created  againft  the 
Play  which  I  now  fubmit  to  the  Reader,  and  confcious  how 
far  I  am  innocent  of  raifing  it,  it  were  ftupid  to  fit  down 
in  filence,  and  thus  tacitly  acknowledge  myfelf  guilty  of 
dulnefs  ; — dumbly  confefs  I  have  been  deficient  in  the 
knowledge  of  my  trade,  damn  myfelf  for  a  bungling  work¬ 
man,  and  fix  a  difrepute  upon  every  article  which  may, 
hereafter,  come  from  my  hands. 

Thanks  to  you,  Ladies  and  Gentlemen  !  you  have  been 
kind  cuftomers  to  me;  and  I  am  proud  to  fay  that  you  have 
ftamped  a  fafhion  upon  my  goods.  Bafe,  indeed,  and  up- 
grateful  were  the  attempt,  after  your  favours,  fo  long  re¬ 
ceived  and  continued,  to  impcfe  upon  you  a  clumfy 
commodity,  and  boaft  it  to  be  ware  of  the  beft  qua¬ 
lity  that  I  ever  put  up  to  fale  {  No— on  the  word  of  an  ho- 
neft  man,  I  have  beftowed  no  fmall  pains  upon  this  Iron 
Cbsji ,  which  I  offer  you.  Xnfpedt  it ;  examine  it;  you  fee 
the  maker’s  name  is  upon  ir*  I  do  n#c  fay  it  is  perfedf  ; 

1  do 
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I  do  not  pretend  to  tell  you  it  is  of  the  higheft  polifli  ^ 
there  is  no  occafion  for  that many  of  my  brethren  have 
prefented  you  with  mere  linings  for  chefs ,  and  you  have 
been  content : — but,  I  truft,  you  will  find  that  my  Iron 
Chef  will  hold  together,  that  it  is  tolerably  found,  and  fit 
for  all  the  purpofes  for  which  it  was  intended. 

Then  how  came  it  to  fall  to  pieces,  after  four  days 
wear  ?—  I  will  explain  that : — but  alas  !  alas  !  my  heart 
doth  yearn,  when  I  think  on  the  talk  which  circumftance 
has  thruil  upon  me. 

Now,  by  the  Spirit  of  Peace,  I  Swear  !  where  I  not 
Fill  doomed  to  explore  the  rugged  windings  of  the  Drama, 
I  would  wrap  myfelf  in  mute  philofophy,  and  repofe  calmly 
under  the  dark  {hade  of  my  grievance,  rather  than  endure 
the  pain,  and  trouble,  of  this  explanation.  I  cannot, 
however,  cry  <c  Let  the  world  Aide I  mufl  perfue  my 
journey ;  and  be  adlive  to  clear  away  the  obftacles  that  im¬ 
pede  my  progrefs. 

- . ,  *e  •  "  j  •  3  ;  o>  .  7 ' 

I  am  too  callous,  now,  to  be  annoyed  by  thofe  innu¬ 
merable  gnats  and  infedls,  who  daily  dart  their  impotent 
flings  on  the  literary  traveller ;  and  too  knowing  to  dif- 
mount,  and  wafie  my  time  in  whipping  grafshoppers 
but  here  is  a  fcowling,  fullen,  black  Bull,  right  athwart 
my  road  a  monfter  of  magnitude,  of  the  Baeotian  breed, 
perplexing  me  in  my  wanderings  through  the  entangled 
labyrinth  of  Drury  !  he  {lands  fulkily  before  me,  with 
fides,  feemingly,  impenetrable  to  any  la{h,  and  tougher 
than  the  Dun  Cow  of  Warwick! — His  front  out- 
fronting  the  brazen  bull  of  Perillus  !—-He  has  bellowed. 
Gentlemen!  Yea,  he  hath  bellowed  a  difmal  found!  A 
.hollow,  unvaried  tqne,  heaved  from  his  very  midriff,  and 
diking  the  lillener  with  torpor  !— Would  I  could  pafs  the 
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animal  quietly,  for  my  own  fake! — and,  for  his,  by  Ju¬ 
piter  !  I  repeat  it,  I  would  not  willingly  harm  the  Bull. — > 

I  delight  not  in  baiting  him. — I  would  jog  as  gently  by  him 
as  by  the  afs  that  grazes  on  the  common  :  but  he  has  ob- 
{linately  blocked' up  my  way — he  has  already  tolled  and 
gored  me,  feverely — I  muft  make  an  effort,  or  he  batters 
me  down,  and  leaves  me  to  bite  the  duft. 

The  weapon  I  muft  ufe  is  not  of  that  brilliant,  and  keen 
quality,  which,  in  a  (kilfull  hand,  neatly  cuts  up  the  fub- 
jed,  to  the  delight,  and  admiration,  of  the  by-ftanders : 
It  is  a  homely  cudgel  of  Narrative ;  a  blunt  batoon  of  Mat¬ 
ter  of  fad ;  affording  little  difplay  of  art  in  the  wielder ; 
and  fo  heavy  in  its  nature,  that  it  can  merely  claim  the 
merit  of  being  appropriate  to  the  opponent  at  whom  it  is 
level’d.  \ 

Pray,  ftand  dear  !•— for  I  (hall  handle  this  club  vilely  : 
and  if  any  one  come  in  my  way,  he  may  chance  to  get  a 
rap,  which  I  did  not  intend  to  beftow  upon  him.  Good 
venal  and  venomous  gentlemen,  who  dabble  in  ink  for  pay 
or  from  pique,  and  who  have  dub’d  yourfelves  Criticks , 
keep  your  diftance  now!  Run  home  to  your  garrets  !  — 
Fools!  ye  are  but  Ephemera  at  beft ;  and  will  die  foon 
enough,  in  the  paltry  courfe  of  your  inftgniftcant  natures, 
without  thrufting  your  ears  (if  there  be  any  left  you)  into 
the  heat  of  this  perilous  adion. — Avaunt  ! — well,  well, 
ftay  if  ye  are  bent  upon  it,  and  be  pert  and  bufy ; — your 
folly,  to  me,  is  of  no  moment.* 

I  haften  now  to  my  Narrative. 

*  Ye  who  impartially,  and  ccnfcientioufiy,  fit  in  diurnal 
judgment  upon  modern  dramatift?,  apply  not  this  to  yourfelves. 
It  aims  only  at  the  malevolent,  the  mean,  and  the  ignorant, 
who  are  the  difgrac.e  of  your  order. 

I  agree 
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I  agreed  to  write  the  following  Play,  at  the  inflance  of 
the  chief  Proprietor  of  Drury  Lane  Theatre ;  who,  un¬ 
conditionally,  agreed  to  pay  me  a  certain  fum  for  my  la¬ 
bour  : — and  this  certain  fum,  being  much  larger  than  any, 

I  believe,  hitherto  offered  on  fimilar  occafions,  created  no 
finall  jealoufy  among  the  Parnaflxan  Sans  Culottes ;  feveral 
of  whom  have,  of  late,  been  vapidly  induftribus  to  level, 
to  the  muddy  furface  of  their  own  Caftalian  ditch,  fo  drif- 
iocratico-Dramatick  a  bargainer.  The  Play,  as  fall  as 
written,  (piecemeal)  was  put  into  rehearfal :  But  let  it 
here  be  noted,  gentle  reader !  that  a  rehearfal,  in  Drury 
Lane,  (I  mean  as  far  as  relates  to  this  Iron  Cheft)  is  lucus 
a  non  lucendo .  They  yclep  it  a  rehearfal,  I  conjedture, 
becaufe  they  do  not  rehearje .  I  call  the  loved  fhade 
of  Garrick  to  witnefs ;  nay,  I  call  the  lefs  loved  pre¬ 
fence  of  the  then  adling  Manager  to  avow,— that  there 
never  was  one  fair  rehearfal  of  the  Play. — Never  one 
rehearfal,  wherein  one,  or  two,  or  more,  of  the  Performers, 
very  eiTential  to  the  piece,  were  not  abfent ;  and  all  the  re- 
hearfals  which  I  attended,  fo  flovenly,  and  irregular, 
that  the  ragged  matter  of  a  theatrical  Barn,  might  have 
bluHr d  for  the  want  of  difcipline  in  the  pompous  Diredlor 
of  his  Majefty's  Servant?,  at  the  vail  and  aftonifhing  new- 
credited  Theatre  Royal,  in  Drury  Lane, 

It  is  well  known,  to  thofe  converfant  with  the  buhneis 
of  the  (lage,  that  no  per fedt  judgment  can  be  formed  of  the 
length  of  a  Play,  apparentto  the  fpedlator,  nor  of  the  gene¬ 
ral  effect  intended  to  be  produced,  until  the  private  repeti«*» 
tions,  among  the  adtors,  have  reduced  the  bufinefs  into 
fomething  like  luiidus  ordo:-~~ then  comes  the  time  for  the 
judicious  author  to  take  up  his  pruning- knife,  or  handle 
his  hatchet.  Then  he  goes  luftily  to  work,  my  mailers ! 

upon 
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upon  his  curtailments,  or  additions  ;  his  tranfpofitions,  his 
loppings,  his  parings,  trimmings,  dockings,  &c.  &c. 

As  in  the  writing,  fo  in  the  rehearfal  j 

«  Or  dim  s  hcec  virtus  erit  et  venus,  aut  ego  fallor  3” 

«c  TJt  jam  nunc  dicat ,  jam  nunc  debentia  dic'd 9 
«  Pleraque  differ  at  y  etprafem  in  tempus  omittai 
«  Hoc  amety  hoc  fpernaty  promffi  carminis  Juft  or” 

But,  woe  is  me  !  while  I  was  patiently  waiting  the  ex- 
pe&ed  crifis,  a  circumfbpice  occur’d  which  compel’d  me 
to  watch  a  crifis  of  a  lefs  agreeable  nature.  A  fever  at¬ 
tack’d  me,  as  I  fat  beneath  the  damp  dome  of  Drury,  and 
drove  me,  malgrc  moiy  to  bed  3  where  I  lay  during  a  week, 
till  three  hours  before  the  Play  was  exhibited.  In  addition 
to  the  unavoidable  injury  arifing  from  the  author’s  ab fence, 
Mr.  Kemble,  the  acting- manager,  and  principal  perfor¬ 
mer  in  the  piece,  was,  and  had  been  for  few  days,  previ¬ 
ous  to  my  own  illnefs,  confined  to  his  chamber,  by  indif- 
pofition,  I  lay  little  ftrefs,  indeed,  upon  his  temporary 
incapacity  to  perform  his  managerial  duty ;  his  mode  of 
difcharging  it,  hitherto,  was  productive  of  little  benefit  to 
me  \ — Still  it  was  fome  drawback — for  were  a  mere  Log 
thrown  amidft  a  Thefpian  community,  and  nominated 
it’s  dull  and  ponderous  Ruler  ftillthe  block,  while  in  it’s 
place,  would  carry  fome  fway  with  it : — but  his  non-atten¬ 
dance  as  an  aCIor,  fo  much  engaged  in  the  Play,  was  par¬ 
ticularly  detrimental. 

'  *  !  1 

Nay,  even  the  Compofer  of  the  mufick — and  here  let  me 
breathe  a  figh,  to  thernemory  of  departed  worth  and  genius, 
as  I  write  the  name  of  Storace — even  he,  could  not  pre- 
fide  in  his  department.  He  was  preparing  an  early  flight 
to  that  abode  of  harmony,  where  choirs  of  Angels  fweli 
the  note  of  welcome  to  an  honeft,  and  congenial  fpirit. 

Hem 
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Here  then  was  a  diretf:  Hop  to  the  bufmefs  ?  No  fuch 
thing.  rI  he  1  roops  proceeded  without  leaders  :  In  the 
dark,  Mejfteurs  ns  eyes,  Sapf  every  thing,”  The 

Prompter,  it  is  true,  a  kind  of  non-commiffioned  officer, 
headed  the  Corps,  and  a  curious  march  was  made  of  it! 

But,  lo  r  two  days,  or  three,  (I  forget  which)  previous 
to  the  public  reprefentation,  up  rofe  King  Kemble!  like 
Somnus  from  his  eh  bed,  to  diftribute  his  dozing  direc- 
lions  among  his  fubjects. 

“  Ta  rda  gravitate  jacentes* * 

66  Vix  oculos  tollens 

^  Sum?mque  percuiiens  nutanti  pectora  merit o” 

<c  Excujjity  tandem y  fibi  Je ;  cubitoque  UvatuSy’  fcrV. 

\  .  •  gS 

He  came,  faw,  and  pronounced  the  Piece  to  be  ripe  for 
exhibition.  It  was  ordered  to  be  perform'd  immediately* 
News  was  brought  to  me,  in  my  ficknefs,  of  the  mighty  Flat. 
and,  although  I  was  told,  officially,  that  d ue  care  had  been  taken 
to  render  it  worthy  of  public  attention,  I  fubmitted  with  doubt 
and  trembling  to  [he  decree-  My  doubts,  too?  of  this  boafted  care 
were  not  a  little  increafed  by  a  note,  which  I  receiv'd  from 
the  Prompter,  written  by  the  Manager’s  order,  three  hours 
only,  before  the  firffi  reprefentation  of  the  Play  : — wherein, 
at  this  late  period,  my  confent  was,  abruptly,  requeued  to  a 
tranfpofition  of  two  of  the  mcffi  material  fcenes  in  the  fe- 
cond  a£I :  and  the  reafon  given  for  this  curious  propofal 
was,  that  the  prefent  Page  of  Drury — where  the  Architect 
and  MachiniH,  with  the  judgment  and  ingenuity  of  a  Politi¬ 
cian  and  a  Wit  toaffift  them,  had  combined  to  outdo  all  for¬ 
mer  theatrical outdoings--wasfobungling!y  conftrudted,  that 
there  was  not  time  for  the  carpenters  to  place  the  lumbering 
frame* work,  on  which  an  Abbey  was  painted,  behind  the 

rep re- 
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reprefentation  of  a  Library,  without  leaving  a  chafm  of  tea 
minutes  in  the  action  of  the  Play;  and  that  in  the  middle  of 
an  a£h— Such  was  the  fabrication  of  that  New  Stage, 
whofe  “  extent  and  powers 99  have  been  fo  vauntingly  adver- 
tifed,  under  the  claffick  management  of  Mr.  Kemble,  in 
the  edifying  exibition  of  Pantomimes,  Proceflions,  Page¬ 
ants,  Triumphal  Cars,  Milk  white  Horfes,  and  Ele¬ 
phants  ! 

As  I  did  not  chufe  to  alter  the  conftru&ion  of  my  Playi 
without  deliberation,  merely  to  fkreen  the  ill-conflru&ion 
of  the  Houfe,  I  would  not  liffen  to  the  modelf,  and  well  timed 
demand,  of  turning  the  progrefs  of  my  fable  topfy  turvy . 

Very  ill,  and  very  weak,  from  the  efFecfs  of  the  fever, 
which  had  not,  yet,  left  me,  I  made  an  effort,  and  went 
to  the  Theatre,  to  witnefs  the  performance.  I  found  Mr. 
Kemble,  in  his  dreffing  room,  a  fhort  time  before  the 
curtain  was  drawn  up,  taking  Opium  pills:  and,  nobody 
who  is  acquainted  with  that  gentleman  will  doubt  me  when 
I  afTert,  that,  they  are  a  medicine  which  he  has  long  been 
in  the  habit  of  lwallowing.  He  appear’d  to  me  very  un« 
well;  and  feemed,  indeed,  to  have  imbibed, 

.  t  Pappy  and  Alandragoraf 

And  all  the  drmjy  J'yrups  of  the  world.” 

The  Play  began  ;  and  all  went  fmoothly,  till  a  trifling 
difapprobation  was  fhewn  to  the  character  perfonated  by 
Mr.  Dodd  ;---the  fccne  in  which  he  was  engaged  bein^ 

o  o  o 

much  too  long :  A  proof  of  the  negledl  of  thofe  whofe  bu~ 
fmefs  it  was  to  have  informed  me  (in  my  unavoidable  ab- 

fencs 
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fence  from  the  Theatre)  that  it  appeared  in  the  lajl  rehear* 
fahy  to  want  curtailment.  I  confidered  this,  however,  to 
be  of  no  great  moment ;  for  Mr.  Kemble  was  to  appear  im¬ 
mediately  in  a  fubfequent  fcene,  and  much  was  expedled  from 
his  execution  of  a  part,  written  exprefsly  for  his  powers. 

And,  here,  let  me  defcribe  the  requifites  for  the  charac- 
terwhich  I  have  attempted  to  draw,  that  the  world  may  judge 
whether  I  have  taken  a  wrong  meafure  of  the  perfonage 
whom  I  propofed  to  fit:  premifing  that  I  have  worked  for 
him  before,  with  fuccefs,  and,  therefore,  it  may  be  prefum¬ 
ed  that  I  am  fomewhat  acquainted  with  the  dimenfions  of 
his  qualifications.- — required,  then,  a  man 

<c  Of  a  tall Jlature^  and  of 'fable  hue 
cc  Much  like  thefon  of  Kifh,  that  lofty  Jew,'* 

A  man  of  whom  it  might  be  faid, 

4 

<c  There' s  fomething  in  his  foul” 
cc  O’ er  which  his  melancholy  fits ,  and  broods," 

Look  at  the  a&or; — and  will  any  body  do  him  the  in- 
juftice  to  declare  that  he  is  deficient  in  thefe  qualifications. 
It  would  puzzle  any  author,  in  any  time  or  country,  from 
iEfchylus  down,  even,  to  the  Tranflator  of  Lodoifka—*- and 
really,  gentleman,  I  can  go  no  lower— to  find  a  figure 
and  face  better  fuited  to  the  purpofe.  I  have  endeavour’d 
more-over,  to  pourtray  Sir  Edward  Mortimer  as  a  man 
{lately  in  his  deportment,  referved  in  his  temper,  myfterious, 
cold,  and  impenetrable, in  his  manner :  and  the  candid  obfer- 
vers,  I  trufl,  will  allow  that  Mr.  Kemble  is  thoroughly 
adequate  to  luch  a  perfonation. 

To  complete  my  requifitions,  I  demanded  a  performer 
who  could  enter  into  the  fpirit  of  a  character  proceeding  up- 

on 
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on  romantick,  half-witted  principles,  abftra&ed  in  his  opi¬ 
nions,  fophifticated  in  his  reafonings,  and  who  is  thrown  in~ 
to  fituations  where  his  mind  and  conduct  ftand,  tiptoe,  on 
the  extremeft  verge  of  probability.  Here,  furely,  I  have  not 
miftaken  my  man  ;  for  if  I  am  able  to  form  any  opinion  of 
him,  as  an  Adfor,-— and  my  opinion,  I  know,  is  far  from 
Angular,— his  chief  excellence  almoft  approaches  that  ftyle 
which  the  learned  denominate  Caricature .  Poftibility  on 
the  ftretch,  paffion  over-leaping  it’s  cuftomary  bound, 
movements  of  the  foul,  fullen,  or  violent,  very  rarely  feen 
in  the  common  courfe  of  things,  yet  ft  ill  may  be  feen— in 
thele  is  his  element.  As  our  language  is  faid  to  have  funk 
under  the  vaft  conception  of  Milton,  fo  does  the  modefty 
of  Nature  fuffer  adeprefiion  beneath  the  unwieldy  imaginings 
of  Mr.  Kemble.  He  feldom  deigns  to  accompany  the 
Goddefs  in  her  ordinary  walks ;  when  (he  decently  paces  the 
regular  path,  with  a  fober  ftep,  and  a  ftraight  perfon :  but 
he  kindly  aflifts  her  when  fhe  is,  doubtlefs,  in  need  of  aflift- 
ance— -when  fhe  appears  out  of  her  way,  crazy  and  crook¬ 
ed* 

The  arrogant  fault  of  being  more  refined  than  Refinement^ 

<• 

more  proper  than  Propriety,  more  fenfible  than  Senfe,  which, 
nine  times  in  ten,  will  difguft  the  fpe&ator,  becomes  fre¬ 
quently,  an  advantage  to  him,  in  chara&ers  of  the  above 
defcription. 

In  fhort,  Mr.  Kemble  is  a  paragon-reprefentative  of  the 
Lufus  Natures :  and  were  Mr.  Kemble  few’d  up  in  afkin, 
to  a&  a  hog  in  a  pantomime,  he  would  a£t  a  hog  with  fix 
legs  better  than  a  jiog  with  four. 

If  any  one  afk  why  I  chofe  to  fketch  a  Lufus  Natures , 
when  it  might  better  become  an  author  to  be  chafte  in  his 
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delineation,  I  can  only  reply  that,  I  did  fo  to  obtain  the 
abidance  of  Mr.  Kemble  in  his  bed  manner ;  and  that 
now,  I  do  mod  heartily  repent  me :  for  never,  fure,  did 
man  place  the  main  drength  of  his  building  upon  fo  rotten  a 
prop ! 

W ell,  the  great  a£tor  was  difcover’cl,  as  Sir  Edward  Mo?- 
timer ,  in  his  library.  Gloom  and  defolation  fat  upon  his 
brow  ;  and  he  was  habited,  from  the  wig  to  the  fhoe-dring, 
with  the  mod  dudied  exa&nefs.  Had  one  of  King  Charles 
the  Firft’s  portraits  walk’d  from  it’s  frame,  upon  the  boards 
of  the  Theatre,  it  could  not  have  afforded  a  truer  reprefen- 

tation  of  ancient  and  melancholy  dignity. 

*  . 

,\ 

The  pidlure  could  not  have  look’d  better-— but,  in  judice 
to  the  picture,  it  mud  alfo  be  added,  that,  the  picture  could 
fcarcely  have  adted  worfe. 

The  fpedlators,  who  gaped  with  expedition  at  his  fird 
appearance,  yawn’d  with  lafiitude  before  his  fird  exit.  I* 
feem’d,  however,  that  iilnefs  had  totally  incapacitated  him 
from  performing  the  bufinefs  he  had  undertaken.  For  his 
mere  iilnefs  he  was  entitled  to  pity ;  for  his  condudt  under 
it,  he,  undoubtedly,  deferved  cenfure. 

How  can  Mr.  Kemble,  as  a  Manager,  and  an  Adlor* 
judify  his  thruding  himfelf  forward  in  a  new  play,  the  ma¬ 
terial  intered  of  whic(i  reded  upon  his  own  powers,  at  a 

^  >.  f.  r 

moment  when  he  mud’be  confcious  that  he  had  no  powers 
at  all  ? — Mr.  Kemble  owes  a  duty  to  the  publick,  to  his 
employer,  and  to  an  author  writing  for  his  employer’s  houfe. 
How  does  he  treat  the  claimants  upon  his  fervice,  in  this 
indance  ?  Exactly,  thus — he  infults  the  underdanding  of 
the  fird,  and  injures  the  intereds  of  the  two  lad,  by  calling 
in  a  crowd  to  an  entertainment  which  he  knows  he  mud 
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I  requeued  him,  at  the  end  of  the  firft  a£l,  to  order  an 
apology  to  be  made  for  his  indifpofition,  left  the  unin¬ 
formed  or  malicious,  might  attribute  the  ponderofity  of  the 
performer  to  the  heavinefs  of  the  author.  I  was  anxious 
to  difavow  aU  right  and  title  to  thofe  pigs  of  lead  which  did 
not  belong  to  me,  and  of  which  Mr.  Kemble  was  the  juft 
proprietor.  But,  no— -he  peremptorily  declared  he  woul^ 
not  fuffer  an  apology  to  be  made!  It  fhould  have  been 
made  (if  at  all) before  the  Play  began.-— Then  why  was  it 
not  made  ? — He  did  not,  then ,  imagine  that  illnefs  would 
have  difabled  him. -—So,  then,  a  man  quits  his  cham¬ 
ber,  after  an  attack  which  has,  evidently,  weaken’d  him 
extremely,  and  he  has  no  bodily  feel,  no  internal  monitor, 
to  whifper  to  him  that  he  is  feeble,  and  that  he  has  net 
recover’d  fufficient  ftrengthtomake  a  violent  exertion  !  This 
mode  of  reafoning,  adopted  by  Mr.  Kemble,  is  much  in 
the  fpiritof  that  clown’s,  who  did  not  know  whether  he  could 
play  on  a  fiddle  ’till  he  tried.  Be  it  noted,  alfo,  that  Mr 
Ke  mble  was  fwallowing  his  opium  pills,  before  the  play 
began,  becaufe  he  was  ill: — but  opium  cauies  ftrange  obli¬ 
vious  effects  ;  and  thefe  pills  muft  have  occafion’d  fo  fudden 
a  la-pfe  in  Mr.  Kemble’s  memory,  that  he  forget  when  he 
took  them,  why  he  took  them,  or  that  he  had  taken  them  at 
all.  The  dofe  muft  have  been  very  powerful.  Still  for  the 
reafons  already  ftated,  I  preflf’d  for  an  apology ;  ftill  Mr- 
Kemj&e  continued  obftinate  in  oppofmg  it.  His  indifpo¬ 
fition,  he  faid,  was  evident  ;  he  had  cough’d  very  much 
upon  the  ftage,  and  an  apology  would  make  him  fiC  look  like 
&  fool” 

Good-nature  ip  excefs  becomes  weaknefs  ;  but  I  never 
jQt  found,  in  the  confined  courfe  of  my  reading,  that  good¬ 
nature  and  folly  would  bear  the  fame  definition  :  Mr.  Kem¬ 
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ble,  it  fhould  feem  (and  he  produced,  at  leaft,  managerial 
authority  for  it)  confider’d  the  terms  to  be  fynonimous. 
Freely,  however,  forgiving  him  for  his  unkindnefs,  in  refil¬ 
ling  to  gratify  a  poor  devil  of  an  author,-— who,  very  an¬ 
xious  for  his  reputation,  was  very  moderate  in  his  requeft — 
I  do,  in  all  chriftian  charity,  moil  fincerely  wifh  that  Mr* 
Kemble  may  never  find  greater  caufe  to  look  like  a  fool  than 
an  apology  for  his  indifpofition# 

At  length,  by  dint  of  perfeverance,  I  gain’d  my  point,, 
A  proprietor  of  the  Theatre  was  call’d  in  upon  the  occafion, 
whofe  mediation  in  my  favour  carried  more  weight  with 
the  A&ing  Manager  than  a  haplefs  Dramatift’s  entreaty  % 
and  the  apology  was,  in  due  form,  delivered  to  the  au¬ 
dience. 

One  third  of  the  Play,  only,  was  yet  perform’d ;  and  I 
was,  now,  to  make  up  my  mind,  like  an  unfortunate  tra¬ 
veller,  to  perfue  my  painful  journey,  through  two  ftages 
more,  upon  a  broken-down  Pofter,  on  whofe  back  lay  all 
the  baggage  for  my  expedition.  Miferably,  and  moft  hea¬ 
vily  in  hand,  did  the  Pofter  proceed! — He  groan’d,  he 
lag’d,  he  cough’d,  he  winced,  he  wheezed!— -Never  was 
feen  fo  forry  a  jade!  The  audience  grew  completely 
four’d,  and,  once  completely  four’d,  every  thing,  naturally, 
■went  wrong.  They  recur’d  to  their  difapprobation  of  poor 
Dodd — and  obferve  what  this  produced.  I  muft  relate 
it, 

Mr.  Kemble  had  juft  plodded  through  a  fcene,  regard- 
tefs  of  thofe  loud  and  manifeft  tokens  that  the  Criticks  de¬ 
lighted  not  in  the  drowfy  hums ”  with  which  he  “  rang 

night9 s  yawning  pealf  when  Dodd  appear’d  to  him  on 

the 
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the  Stage;  at  whofe  entrance  the  clamour  was  renew’d. 
Then,  and  not  till  then ,  did  the  A&ing  Manager,  who  had 
been  deaf  as  any  poll  to  the  fupplications  of  the  author  for 
an  apology — then  did,  he  appear  fuddenly  feized  with  a  fit 
of  good  nature.  He  voluntarily  came  forward  tc  to  look 
4£  like  a  fool”  and  beg  the  indulgence  of  the  town.  He 
fear’d  he  was  the  unhappy  caufe  of  their  difapprobation;  he 
entreated  tneir  patience ;  and  hoped  hefhould,  (hortly,  gain 
ftrength,  to  enable  them  to  judge,  on  a  future  night,  what 
he  handfomely  term’d  the  merits  of  the  Play.  Here  was 
friendfhip !  Here  was  adroitnefs !  While  the  Publick  were 
teftifying  their  difguft  at  the  Piece,  through  the 'medium 
of  poor  Dodd,  Mr.  Kemble,  with  unexampled  genero- 
fity,  took  the  whole  blame  upon  his  own  fhoulders,  and  he¬ 
roically  faved  the  author,  by  fo  timely  an  interpofition.  I 
was  charm’d  with  this  mafter-ftroke,  and,  at  the  impulfe 
of  the  moment,  I  thank’d  him..  But,  alas]  how  narrow 
is  the  foul  of  man!  how  diftruftful  in  it’s  movements,  how 
fcanty  in  its  acknowledgments,  how  perplexing  to  itfelf  in 
it’s  combinations !  Had  I,  afterwards,  look’d  on  the  thing 
fimply,  and  nakedly,  by  itfelf,  why  the  thing  is  a  good-na¬ 
tured  thing:  but  I  muft  be  putting  other  circumftances  by 
the  fide  of  it,  with  a  plague  to  me!  I  muft  be  puzzling 
myfelf  to  fee  if  all  fits ;  if  all  is  of  a  piece.  And  what  is  the 
refult? — Miferable  that  I  am !  I  have  loft  the  pleafure 
of  evincing  a  gratitude,  which  I  thought  I  owed,  becaufe 
I  no  longer  feel  myfelf  a  debtor.  Had  I  abandoned  my 
mind  to  that  placid  negligence,  that  luxurious  confidence, 
which  the  inconfiderate  enjoy,  it  had  never  occur’d  to 
me  that  Mr.  Kemble,  forefeeing,  perhaps,  that  an  ag¬ 
grieved  author  might  not  be  totally  filent — ftep’d  forward 
with  this  fpeech  to  the  publick,  as  a  kind  of  falvo ,  (fhould 
a  ftatement  be  made)  for  his  rigidity  in  the  firft  inftance. 

It 


xlv 


PREFACE. 


It  had  never  occur’d  to  me  that  Mr.  Kemble  was  fuffi- 
ciently  hifs’d,  yawn’d  at,  laugh’d  at,  and  cough’d  down* 
to  have  made  his  apology  before  Mr.  Dodd  appeared: 
It  had  never  occur’d  to  me  that  his  making  his  apology 
at  a  previous  moment  would  have  anfwer’d  the  fame  pur- 
pofe  to  me ,  and  not  to  him :  It  had  never  occur’d,  in 
fhort,  that  there  is  fuch  a  thing  as  oftentatious  humility, 
and  a  politick  a<ft  of  kindnefs ;  and  that  I  ftiould  have 
waited  the  fequel  of  a  man’s  ccndu<ft,  before  I  thank’d  him 
for  one  inftance  of  feeming  good- will,  clofe  upon  the  heels 
of  ftubborn  ill-nature,  and  in  the  mid  {I  of  exifting, 
and  palpable  injury.  The  fequel  will  (hew  that  I  was 
pre-mature  in  my  acknowledgment — but  before  I  come 
to  the  fequel,  a  word  or  two  (I  will  be  brief)  to 
clofe  my  account  of  this,  the  firft  night’s,  eventful  hiftory. 
The  Piece  was  concluded,  and  given  out ,  for  a  fecond 
performance  with  much  opposition. 

Friends,  who  never  heard  the  Play  read,  fhook  their 
heads;  Friends,  who  had  heard  it  read,  fcarcely  knew 
it  again:  Several,  I  doubt  not,  of  the  impartial,  who 
chofe  to  be  active,  actively  condemn’d;  and  enemies,  of 
epurfe,  rejoiced  in  an  opportunity  of  joining  them. 

No  opportunity  could  be  fairer.  The  Play  was,  at 
leaft,  a  full  hour  too  long ;  and  had  fob  himfelf  fat  to  hear 
it  he  muft  have  loft  his  patience.  But,  if,  gentle  reader, 
thou  pofiefTeft  Job's  quality,  and  haft  followed  me  thus 
far,  in  my  Narrative,  it  will  appear  to  thee  (for  I  doubt 
not  thy  retention  and  combination)  that  I  was  unable  to 
curtail  it  equally,  at  the  proper  time— the  laft  rehear- 
fals.  I  was,  then,  laid  flat,  my  dear  friend,  as  you  remem¬ 
ber  I  have  told  you,  by  a  fever.  The  afting  manager  did 
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attend  the  laft  rehearfals,  and  fuffered  the  piece  to  be  pro¬ 
duced,  uncut ,  to  “  drag  it’s  flow  length  along”  fur- 
charged  with  all  his  own  incapacity,  and  all  his  opium. 

How,  then,  do  I  fland  indebted,  according  to  the  ar¬ 
ticles  of  this  night's  flatement?  I  owe  to  Mr.  Kem¬ 
ble, 

For  his  illnefsy  Compassion, 

For  his  conduct  under  It ,  Censure, 

For  his  refufing  to  make  an  apology ,  A  Smile  ! 

For  his  making  an  apology ,  A  Sneer, 

For  his  mfnamgemcnt)  A  Groan, 

For  his  a  flings  ■  A  Hiss. 

This  account  is  fomewhat  like  the  Tavern  bill,  pick’d 
£om  FalftafPs  pocket,  when  he  is  fnorting  behind  the 
arras.  There  is  but  one  halfpennyworth  of  companion 

to  this  intolerable  deal  of  blame. 

.  > 

Now  for  the  fequel. — I  have  fhewn,  I  think,  that  Mr. 
Kemble,  in  the  firft  inftance,  undertook  a  duty  which 
he  could  not  perform :  I  have  now  to  affirm,  with  all  the 
difficulty  of  proving  a  negative  full  in  my  face,  that  he 
afterwards,  made  a  mockery  of  difcharging  a  duty  which 
he  would  not  perform. 

After  a  week’s  interval,  to  give  him  time  to  recruit  his 
ftrength;  and  the  Author  time  to  curtail,  and  alter,  the 
Play;  (for  the  inipreffion  which  the  Mif-Manager  and 
Adtor,  had  contrived  to  ftamp  rendered  alteration  necef- 
fary)  it  was  a  fecond  time  reprefented. 
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I  muff,  here,  let  the  uninformed  reader  into  a  fecret;— =* 
but  I  muff  go  to  Newmarket  to  make  him  underftand  me.— 
No,  Epfom  will  do  as  well;  and  that  is  nearer  home. — - 
It  often  happens,  at  a  Race,  that  a  known  Horfe,  from 
whom  good  fport  is  expe&ed,  difappoints  the  crowd  by 
walking  over  the  courfe. — He  does  not  mifs  an  inch  of  the 
ground;  but  affords  not  one  jot  of  diverfion,  unlefs  fome 
pleafure  is  received  in  contemplating  his  figure.  Now, 
an  adlor  can  do  the  very  fame  thing.  He  can  walk  over 
his  parti  He  can  mifs  no  more  of  his  words  than  the 
Horfe  does  of  his  way:  he  can  be  as  dull,  and  as  tedious, 
and  as  good-looking  as  the  Horfe  in  his  progrefs  : — The 
only  difference  between  the  two  animals  is, — that  the 
Horfe  brings  in  him  who  bets  upon  him  a  gainer;  but  the 
lucklefs  wight  who  has  a  large  ftake  depending  upon  the 
adlor  is,  decidedly,  certain  to  lofe.  There  is  a  trick,  too, 
that  the  Jockies  pra&ice,  which  is  call’d,  I  think,  playing 
booty.  This  confifls  in  appearing  to  ufe  their  utmofl:  en¬ 
deavour  to  reach  the  winning-pofl:  firft,  when  they  are  al¬ 
ready  determined  to  come  in  the  laft.  The  confequence 
is,  that  all,  except  the  knowing  ones,  attribute  np  fault 
to  the  Jockey,  but  damn  the  Horfe  for  a  fluggard. — An 
adlor  can  play  booty  if  he  chufes: — he  can  pretend  to  whip 
and  fpur,  and  do  his  befl:,  when  the  ConnoifTeur  knows, 
all  the  while,  he  is  fhirking  : — but  Sluggard  is  the  unmerited 
appellation  given  by  the  majority  to  the  innocent  Author* 

Mr.  Kemble  chiefly  chofe  to  be  Horfe,  and  walk'd  over 
the  ground.  Every  now  and  then  (but  fcarcely  enough  to 
fave. appearances)  he  gave  a  flight  touch  of  the  Jockey,  and 
played  booty. 
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Whether  the  language  which  is  put  into  the  mouth  of 
Sir  Edward  Mortimer  be  above  mediocrity,  or  below  con¬ 
tempt,  is  not  to  the  prefent  purpofe :  but  the  words  he  is 
made  to  utter  certainly  convey  a  meaning  ;  and  the  circum- 
ftances  of  the  fcenes  afford  an  opportunity  to  the  Performer 
of  playing  off  his  mimick  emotions,  his  tranfitions  of  paf- 
fion,  his  ftarts,  and  all  the  trickeries  of  his  trade.  Ti  e 
devil  a  trick  did  Mr.  Kemble  play  but  a  very  fcurvy  onel 
His  emotions  and  paffions  were  fo  rare,  and  fo  feeble,  that 
they  feafon’d  his  general  inflpidity,  like  a  Tingle  grain  of 
wretched  pepper  thrown  into  the  largeft  dofe  of  water-gruel 
that  ever  was  adminifter’d  to  an  invalid.  For  the  mod 
part,  he  toil’d  on,  line  after  line,  in  a  dull  current  of  undi¬ 
ver  fi  fled  found,  which  ftole  upon  the  ear  far  more  drowfily 
than  the  diftant  murmurings  of  Lethe  j  with  no  attempt  to 
break  the  lulling  ftream,  or  check  its  fleep-inviting  courfe. 

Frogs  in  a  marfh,  flies  in  a  bottle,  wind  in  a  crevice,  a 
preacher  in  a  field,  the  drone  of  a  bagpipe,  all,  all  yielded 
to  the  inimitable,  and  foporific  monotony  of  Mr.  Kem~ 
BLE  ! 

The  very  beft  Dramatick  writing,  where  paflion  is  ex- 
preff’d,  if  deliver’d  languidly  by  the  ASor,  will  fail  in  it’s 
intended  effedl :  and  I  will  be  bold  enough  to  fay  that  were 
the  C urfe  m  King  Lear  new  to  an  audience,  and  they  heard 
it  utter’d,  for  the  firft  time,  in  a  croak,  fainter  than  a  crow’s 
in  a  confumption,  it  would  pafs  unnoticed,  or  appear  va* 
pid  to  the  million. 

If  I  raife  a  critical  clatter  about  my  ears,  by  this  afler- 
tion,  which  foine  may  twift  into  a  profanation  of  Shak- 

fpearC 
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fpeare,  1  leave  it  to  Horace,  who  can  fight  battles  better 
than  I,  to  defend  me. 

cc  Si  dicentis  erunt  fortunis  abfona  difta,  ” 

Romani  tollent  pedites  equiiefque  cachinnunu  99 

That  Mr.  Kemble  did  not  mifconceive  the  Part  is  cer¬ 
tain  ;  for  he  told  me,  fome  time  before  the  Play  was  ailed, 
that  he  fear’d  the  exertions  requifite,  in  Sir  Edward  Morti¬ 
mer  ,  would  {drain  his  lungs  more  than  Offavian ,  in  the 
Mountaineers. 

I 

That  he  can  {drain  his  lungs,  to  good  purpofe,  in  OSta- 
vian>  is  well  known  ;  and,  after  this,  his  own  intimation, 
how  will  he  efcape  the  charge  of  wilfull  and  direil  delin¬ 
quency,  when,  with  fuch  a  conception  of  the  Part,  and 
with  health  recover’d,  he  came  forward  in  the  true  fpiritof 
Bottom ,  and  cc  aggravated  his  voice  fo  that  he  roared  you  as 
gently  as  any  fucking  dove  l 

He  infulted  the  Town,  and  injured  his  Employer,  and 
the  Author,  fufficiently  in  the  firft  inftance  :  in  the  fecond 
he  added  to  the  inful t  and  injury  an  hundred-fold  :  and  as 
often  as  he  mangled  the  Character  (three  or  four  times,  I 
am  uncertain  which,  after  the  firft  night’s  performance)  he 
heap’d  aggravation  upon  aggravation. 

'  -  V  i  v  j  J  | 

r  The  moft  miferable  mummer,  that  ever  difgraced  the 
walls  of  a  Theatre,  could  not  have  been  a  ftronger  draw¬ 
back  than  Mr.  Kemble.  He  was  not  only  dull  inhimfelf 
but  the  caufe  of  dulnefs  in  others.  Like  the  baleful  Upas  of 

*  Mr.  Ke mb le  informed  me,  previous  to  the  fecond  re¬ 
presentation  of  the  Play,  that  he  felt  himfelf  capable  of  exer¬ 
tion. 
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Java-,  his  peftiferous  influence  infecBed  all  around  him. — • 
When  two  Actors  come  forward,  to  keep  up  the  Shuttle¬ 
cock  of  fcenick-fi&ion,  if  one  plays  flovenly,  the  other 
cannot  maintain  his  game.  Poor  Bannister  Jun.  would 
he  fpeak  out  (but  I  have  never  prefT’d  him,  and  never  fhall 
prefs  him  to  fay  a  word  upon  the  fubject)  could  bear  ample 
teftimony  to  the  truth  of  this  remark.  He  fufFer’d  like  a 
mail  under  the  cruelty  of  Mezentlus .  All  alive  himfelf,  he 
was  tied  to  a  corple,  which  he  was  fated  to  drag  about  with 
him,  fcene  after  fcene,  which  weigh’d  him  down,  and  de- 
prefPu  his  vigour.  Mil's  Farren,  too,  who  might  animate 
any  thing  but  a  foul  of  lead,  and  a  face  of  iron,  experienced 
the  fame  fate* 

I  could  proceed,  and  argue,  and  reafon,  and  difcufs,  and 
tire  the  reader,  as  I  hav'e  tired  myfelf  (it  is  now,  my  good 
friend,  one  o’clock  in  the  morning)  to  prove,  further,  that 
Mr.  Kemble  was  unfound  in  my  caufe,  and  that  he  ruin’d 
my  Play  : — But  I  will  defift  here.  I  think  I  have  profed 
enough  to  manifeft  that  my  arguments  are  not  unfounded. 

They  who  are  experienced  in  Dramaticks  will,  I  trulf, 
fee  that  I  have  made  a  fair  extenuation  of  myfelf — they  who 
are  impartial  will,  I  hope,  be  convinced  that  I  have  fet  - 
down  nought  in  malice . 

The  only  queflion  that  may  arife  to  {hake*  materially, 
the  credit  of  all  I  have  faid,  is — — tc  How  is  it  probable 
that  Mr.  Kemble  fhould  injure  you  thus,  without  provo¬ 
cation  ?  Is  it  in  nature  ?  Is  it  in  man  ?”  I  can  merely  anfwer 
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that  I  am  unconfcious  of  having  given  him  caufe  for  provo¬ 
cation  j — that  if  I  have  given  him  caufe,  he  has  taken  a  bad 
mode  of  revenge  ;  that  Mr.  Kemble’s  future  has  frequent- 

e  2  W 


]y  puzzled  me  in  my  observation  upon  it ;  and  that  I  think 
him  a  very  extraordinary  man. 

But  let  him  take  this  with  him,  ihould  this  crudely  writ¬ 
ten  preface  ever  fall  in  his  way.  I  have  committed  it  to 
paper  currente  calamo.  I  mean  no  allufion,  no  epithet,  to 
apply  to  him  as  a  private  individual.  Asa  private  indivi¬ 
dual  I  give  him  not  that  notice  which  it  might,  here,  be 
impertinent  to  beftow  : — but  I  have  an  undoubted  right  to 
difeufs  his  merits,  or  demerits,  in  his  pubhek  capacities  of 
Manager  and  Adlor  :  and  my  caufe  of  complaint  gives  me 
a  good  reafon  as  well  as  a  right.  His  want  ofcondudf,  his 
negledf,  his  injuftice,  his  oppreflion,  his  finefle,  his  perform 
his  face,  are  in  this  point  of  view  all  open  to  my  animad¬ 
version. 

u  He  is  my  goods ,  my  chattels  y  ” 

“  My  Horfey  my  Ox ,  my  Jfs^  my  any  thing.  99 

And  I  would  animadvert  iliil,  further,  did  I  not  think  I 
had  already  faid  fufficient  to  gain  the  objedf  of  guarding  my 
own  reputation.  That  objedf  has  folely  fway’d  me  in  dvvel  - 
ling  fo  long  upon  a  <c  plain  tale  99  encumber’d  with  fo 
fatiguing  a.Hero  as  John  Kemble. 


Advej** 
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A  DVE  R  TISE  M  E  NT 


TO  THE  READER. 


Am  indebted  for  the  ground-work  of  this  Play  to  a  Novel 
entitled  “  Things  as  they  are ,  or  the  Adventures  of  Caleb 
Williams ;  written  by  William  Godwin Much  of  Mr* 
Godwin’s  ftory  I  have  omitted  ;  much,  which  I  have  adopted, 
I  have  compreff’d  ;  much  1  have  added  ;  and  much  I  have  taken 
the  liberty  to  alter. 


All  this  I  did  that  I  might  fit  it,  in  the  bell  of  my  judgment;, 
to  the  ftage. 

I  have  cautioully  avoided  all  tendency  to  that  which,  vul¬ 
garly,  (and  wrongly,  in  many  inhances,)  is  termed  Politicks  ; 
with  which,  many  have  told  me,  Caleb  Williams  teems- 

I 

The  llage  has,  now,  no  bufmefs  with  Politicks :  and, 
Should  a  Dramatick  Author  endeavour  to  dabble  in  them,  it 
is  the  Lord  Chamberlain’s  office  to  check  his  attempts,  before 
they  meet  the  eye  of  thepublick.  I  perufed  Mr.  Godwin’s 
book,  as  a  tale  replete  with  interefting  incident,  ingenious  in 
it’s  arrangement,  mafterly  in  it’s  delineation  of  ch  a  rather, 
and  forcible  in  its  language.  I  conlidered  it  as  right  of  Com¬ 
mon;  and,  by  a  tide  which  cuftom  has  given  to  Dramatilfo, 
I  enclofed  it  within  my  theatrical  paling.  However  I  may 
have  till’d  the  land,  I  trull  he  difcovers  no  intentional  injury 
to  him,  in  rny  proceeding. 


To  all  the  Performers  (excepting  Mr.  Kemble)  1  offer 
my  hearty  thanks  for  their  exertions;  which  would  have 
ferved  me  more,  had  not  an  adlcr,  u  dark  as  Erebus”  call  a 

gloonjt 
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gloom  upon  them,  which  none  of  their  efforts,  however  bril¬ 
liant,  could  entirely  difperfe : 

But  this  does  not  diminifh  my  obligations  to  them: — fo 
much,  indeed,  I  owe  to  them,  that,  when  the  Play  was  laft 
perform’d,  it  was  riling,  fpite  of  Erebus ,  in  favour  with  the 
Town.  It  was,  then,  advertifed,  day  after  day,  at  the  bot¬ 
tom  of  the  Play  bills,  for  repetition,  till  the  promiffory  adver- 
tifement  became  laughable;  and,  at  length,  the  advertise¬ 
ment  and  the  Play  were  dropt  together. 

If,  after  the  foregoing  Preface,  I  fhould  at  a  future  period, 
bring  the  Play  forward  in  the  Hay-market  Theatre,  I  am 
fully  aware  of  the  numbers  who  from  party,  and  pique,  may 
now  oppofe  it.  I  am  aware,  too,  of  the  weight  which  alii  ft 

imprefiion  leaves  upon  the  minds  of  the  molt  candid: — "Still, 

* 

fo  flrong  is  my  confidence  in  the  genuine  decifion  of  a  London 
audience,  who  have  a  fair  opportunity  of  exercifing  their  judg¬ 
ment,  and  feelings,  (which  they  have  not  had,  yet*  in  refpe<ffc 
to  this  play)  that  I  believe  I  fliall  venture  an  appeal. 

The  Piece  is,  now,  printed  as  it  was  aided  on  the  jirft  nighty 
that  they  who  perufe  it  may  decide  whether,  even  in  that  fhape, 
(with  all  the  misfortunes,  before  enumerated,  with  which  it  was 
doom’d  to  ftruggle)  it  fhould  be,  for  ever,  confgn’d  to  moulder 
on  the  fhelf. 

The  Songs,  Duets,  and  ChorufTes,  are  intended  merely 
as  vehicles  for  mufical  effect.  Some  criticks  have  pompoufly 
call’d  them  Lyrick  Poetry— by  railing  them  to  dignity  they 
may  more  effectually  degrade  them  :  as  men  lift  a  done  very 
high,  before  they  let  it  fall,  when  they  would  completely  dafti 
it  to  pieces. 

I,  now,  leave  the  gentle  reader  to  the  perufal  of  the  Play— - 
and,  lePcmy  Father’s  memory  may  be  injured  by  miftakes*  and, 

m  the  confufion  of  afcer-tim.es,  the  Tranfator  of  ‘Terence*  anc^ 
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the  Author  of  The  ‘Jealous  Wife,  befuppofe(l  guilty  of  the  Iron 
Chejl ;  I  (hall,  were  I  to  reach  the  Patriatchal  longevity  of  Me- 
thufaleh,  continue  [in  all  my  Drama  tick  ptfbl  cations)  to  Tub* 
fcribe  myfelf 

G  pORGL  COL  MAN,  the  Younger, 

Piccadilly , 

July,  20  th,  1796. 


jDtamattg  j&rftmae. 


Sir  Edward  Mortimer,  ........ 

Fitzharding,  . . 

Wilford,  . 

Adam  Winterton,  . 

Rawbold, . ; . 

Sam  Ton,  . 

Boy,  . . . 

Cook,  . 

Peter,  . 

Walter, . . . 

SimoD, . 

Gregory,  . . 

Armftrong,  . . 

Orfon,  . . 

I  ft  Robber,  . 

2d  Robber,  . 

3d  Robber,  . . . 

Robber’s  Boy,  . . . 

Helen,  . . 

Blanch,  . . . 

Dame  Rawbold,  . . 

Barbara,  . . . 

Judith,  . . . 

Scene,  in  the  New  For  eft,  in  Hampfhire,  and 
on  its  Borders, 


THE  IRON  CHEST; 


A  PLAY , 

IN  THREE  ACTS. 


ACT  I. — SCENE  I. 

The  infide  of  Rawbold’s  Cottage.  Several  children^  fqualid 
and  beggarly ,  di/covered  in  different  parts  of  the  room  :  feme 
ajleep.  Dame  Rawbold  feated^  leaning  over  the  embers  of 
the  fre ,  Barbara  feated  near  her .  Samson  Jlanding  in 
the  front  of  the  Jlage .  A  narrow  ft  air -cafe  in  the  back  feene. 
A  taper  burning .  ’The  whole  feene  exhibits  poverty  and  wretch¬ 
ed  nefs. 

GLEE. 

Samson.  7 

F IVE  times,  by  the  taper’s  light. 

The  hour-glafs  I  have  turn’d  to  ni 
firft  Boy . — Where’s  father  ? 

Samfon . — He’s  gone  out  to  roam  : 

If  he  have  luck, 

He’ll  bring  a  buck, 

Upon  hislufty  ihoulders,  home. 
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The  different  •voices . 

Home!  home! 

He  comes  not  home  * 

Hark  !  from  the  woodland  vale  below. 

The  diftant  clock  founds,  dull,  and  flow  ! 

Borne  !  borne  !  borne  ! 

Sams — Five  o’clock,  and  father  not  yet  return¬ 
ed  from  New  Foreft  !  An  he  come  not  fhortly, 
the  Sun  will  rife,  and  roaft  the  venifon  on  his 
Ihoulders. — ’Sifter  Barbara  ! — Well,  your  rich  men 
have  no  bowels  for  us  lowly !  they  little  think, 
while  they  are  gorging  on  the  fat  haunch  of  a 
goodly  buck,  what  fatigues  we  poor  honeft  fouls 
undergo  in  ftealing  it, — Why,  filter  Barbara  ! 

Bar . — -I  am  here  brother  Samfon,  (getting  up). 

Sam,— Here  !  marry,  out  upon  you  for  an  idle 
baggage  1  why,  you  crawl  like  a  fnail. 

Bar . — I  prithee,  now,  do  not  chide  me.,  Sam¬ 
fon. 

Sam.—  Tis  my  humour.  I  am  father’s  head 
man  in  his  poaching.  The  rubs  I  take  from  him, 
who  is  above  me,  I  hand  down  to  you,  who  are 
below  me.  ’Tis  the  way  of  office — where  every 
miferable  devil  domineers  it  over  the  next  more 
miferable  devil  that’s  under  him*  You  may 
fcold  filter  Margery,  an  you  will — file’s  your 
younger  by  a  twelvemonth. 

Bar. — Truly  brother,  I  would  not  make  any 
one  unhappy,  for  the  world.  I  am  content  to  do 
what  I  can  to  pleafe  \  and  to  mind  the  houfe. 

'  Sam* 
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Sam. — Truly,  a  weighty  matter  !  Thou  art  e'en 
ready  to  hang  thyfelf,  for  want  of  fomething  to 
while  awav  time.  What  haft  thou  much  more 
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to  do  than  to  trim  the  faggots,  nurfe  thy  mother, 
boil  the  pot,  patch  our  jackets,  kill  the  poultry, 
cure  the  hogs,  feed  the  pigs,  and  comb  the  chil¬ 
dren  ?  •  ’  .•  1 !  — / 

Bar. — Many  might  think  that  no  fmall  charge, 
Samfon.  .  Y. 

Sam. — A  mere  nothing.-— While  father  and  I 
(bate  us  but  the  mother  and  children)  have  the 
credit  of  purloining  every  fi-ngle  thing  that  you 
have  the  care  of.  We  are  up  early,  and  down 
late,  in  the  exercife  of  our  induftrv. 

Bar . — I  wilh  father  and  you  would  give  up  the 
calling. 

Sam . — No — there  is  one  keen  argument  to  pre~ 
vent  us. 

Bar. — What’s  that,  brother  ? 

Sam. — Hunger.  Wouldft  have  us  be  rogues, 
and  let  our  family  ftarve  ?  Give  up  poaching  and 
deer-ftealing  !  Oons  !  doft  think  we  have  no  con- 
fcience  ?  Yonder  fits  mother,  poor  foul- — old, 
helplefs,  and  crazy. 

Bar. — Alas!  brother,  ’tis  heart-aching  to  look 
upon  her.  This  very  rime  three  years  ihe  got  her 
maim.  It  was,  a  piteous  tempeft. 

Sam. — Aye — ’twas  rou^h  weather. 

Bar. — I  never  pafs  the  old  oak  that  was  ftiiver- 
ed  that  night,  in  the  ftorm,  but  I  am  ready  to 
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weep.  It  remembers  me  of  the  time  when  all 
our  poor  family  went  to  ruin. 

Sam. — Pifh — no  matter;  The  cottage  was  blown 
down — the  barn  fired — father  undone — Well,  land¬ 
lords  are  flinty  hearted — no  help  !  what  then  ? 
We  live,  don’t  we  ?  (Jullenly )* 

Bar . — Troth,  brother,  very  fadly.  Father  has 
grown  defperate  ;  all  is  fallen  to  decay.  We  live 
by  pilfering  on  the  Foreft — and  our  poor  mother 
diftradted,  and  unable  to  look  to  the  houfe.  The 
rafter,  which  fell  in  the  dorm,  flruck  fo  heavy  upon 
her  brain,  I  fear  me,  ’twill  never  again  be  fett¬ 
led.  •  ’ 

Moth. — Children  !  Barbara  !  where’s  my  elded 
daughter?  She  is  my  darling. 

Bar . — I  am  here,  mother. 

Sam . — Peace,  fool!  you  know  fhe’s  doating. 

Moth  — Look  to  the  cattle,  Barbara  !  We  muff 
to  market  to-morrow.  My  hufband’sa  rich  man. 
We  thrive  !  we  thrive  !  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! — oh  ! 

Bar . — Oh  brother!  I  cannot  bear  to  fee  her 
thus — though,  alas !  we  have  long  been  ufed  to 
it.  The  little  ones  too — fcarce  cloath’d — hungry 
— almoil  darving ! — Indeed,  we  are  a  very  wretch¬ 
ed  family. 

Sam.— Hark !  Methought  I  heard  a  tread.— 
Hifl !  be  wary.  We  mull  not  open  in  hade,  for 
fear  of  furprifes. 

( A  knock  at  the  Cottage  door.) 

f  DUET 
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DUET. 

Samfon \Vho  knocks  at  tins  dead  houi  ? 

Rawbold  ( ‘without,)  A  tiiend. 

Samfon . - How  fhould  we  know, 

A  friend  from  foe  ? 

A  fignal  you  mull  give. 

Rawbold  ( without.)  Attend. 

(Rawbold  gives  three  knocks ,  which  Samfon  counts y 
finging  at  intervals .) 

Samfon . - One,  two,  three  ! 

’Tis  he. 

Give  me  the  word  we  fixt  to  night, 

’Tis  Roebuck  ( in  a  whifper  to  Barbara. ) 

Rawbold  ( without. )  Roebuck. 

Samfon.  That  is  right. 

Enter  now  by  candle-light. 

Rawbold. — Open  now  by  candle  light, 

Samfon  opens  the  door ,  and  Rawbold  enters . 

Raw . — Bar  the  door.  So,  fofdy. 

Sam. — What  fuccefs,  father  ? 

Raw. — Good  :  my  limbs  ache  for’t. 

Moth . — O  brave  hufband  !  Welcome  from  the 
court.  Thou  fhalt  be  made  a  knight ;  and  I  a 
lady.  Ha  !  ha  ! 

Raw. — Reft,  reft,  poor  foul  !*— How  you  ft  and ! 
(to  Samfon).  The  chair,  you  gander. 

Sam . — ( to  Barbara )  Why,  how  you  ftand  !  the 
chair,  you  gander  ! 

(2  hey  bring  Rawbold  a  chair :  he  Jits . 

Raw . 
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Raw . — Here — take  my  gun — -*tis  unfcrewed. 
The  keepers  are  abroad.  I  had  fcarce  time  to  get 
it  in  my  pocket. 

( He  pulls  the  gun  from  a  pocket  under  his  coat ,  in 

three  pieces ,  which  Samfon  J crews  together ,  while 

they  are  talking .) 

Fie  !  Tis  fharp  work  !  Barbara,  you  jade,  come 
hither.  .  '  ' 

Sam. — Barbara,  you  jade,  come  hither. 

Raw.— Who  bid  thee  chide  her,  lout !  Kifs  thy 
old  father,  wench.  Kifs  me  I  fay. — So — why  doft 
tremble  ?  I  am  rough  as  a  tempeft.  Evil  fortune 
has  blown  mv  lowring  nature  into  turbulence  : 
but  thou  art  a  bloftbm  that  doft  bend  thy  head  fo 
fweetly  under  my  gufts  of  paffion,  kis  pity  they 
ihould  e’er  harm  thee. 

Bar. — indeed,  father,  I  am  glad  to  fee  voufafe 
returned. 

Raw. — I  believe  thee.  Take  the  keys.  Goto 
the  locker,  in  the  loft,  and  bring  me  a  glafs  to 
recruit  me.  ( Barbara  goes  out . 

Sam . — Well,  father,  and  fo- - 

Raw. — Peace. — I  ha,  fhot  a  buck. 

r.  * 

Sam. — O  rare  1  Of  all  the  fure  aims  on  the 
borders  of  the  New  Foreft,  here,  give  me  old 
Gilbert  Rawboid  ;  though  I,  who  am  his  fon,  fay 
it,  that  fhould  not  fay  it. — Where  have  youftow’d 
him,  father? 

Raw.— Under  the  furze,  behind  the  hovel. 
Come  night  again,  we  will  draw  him  in,  boy.  1 
have  been  watch’d. 


Sam* 


7 


A  P  LA  Y. 1 

% 

Sam. — Watch’d!  O,  the  peltilence !  our  trade 
will  be  foiled  if  the  Groom-Keepers  be  after  us. 
The  law  will  perfecute  us  father. 

Raw. — Do’ll  know  Mortimer  ? 

Sam. — What,  Sir  Edward  Mortimer  ?  Aye,  fure. 
He  is  head  Keeper  of  the  forelt.  ’Tis  he  who  has 
ihut  himfelf  up  in  melancholy.  Sees  no  rich,  and 
does  fo  much  good  to  the  poor. 

Raw . — He  has  done  me  naught  but  evil.  A 
gun  cannot  be  carried  on  the  border,  here,  but  he 
has  fcent  on’t  at  a  league’s  dillance.  He  is  a  thorn 
to  me.  His  fcouts  this  night  were  after  me— all 
on  the  watch.  I’ll  be  revenged — I  ll— So,  the 
brandy. — Enter  Barbara,  with  the  Liquor. 

Raw.- — ( after  d? inking)  ’Tis  right,  ifaith  ! 

SamJ. — That  ’tis  I’ll  be  fworn  j  for  I  fmuggled 
it  myfelf.  We  do  not  live  fo  near  the  coall  for 
nothing. 

Raw. — Sir  Edward  Mortimer  look  to  it ! 

Barb. — Sir  Edward  Mortimer  !  O,  dear  father, 
what  of  him  ? 

Raw. — Aye,  now  thou  art  all  agog  !  Thou 
woud’tl  hear  fomewhat  of  that  fmooth-tongued 
fellow,  h  is  fecretary — his  clerk,  Wilford;  whom 
thou  fo  often  meet’ll  in  the  forell.  I  have  news 
on’t.  Look  how  you  walk  thither  again.  What, 
thou  wouldll  betray  me  to  him,  I  warrant  con- 
fpire  againll  your  father. 


Sam. 
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Sam . — Aye ;  confpire  againfl  your  father — and 
your  tender  loving  brother,  you  viper,  you  I 

Barb . — Befhrew  me,  father,  I  meant  no  harm : 
and,  indeed,  indeed,  Wilford  is  as  handfome  a — 

I  mean  as  good  a  youth  as  ever  breathed.  If  I 
thought  he  meant  ill  by  you,  I  fhould  hate  him. 

Raw . — When  didlt  fee  him  laft  ?— Speak  ! 

Barb .  You  terrify  me  lb,  father,  I  am  fcarce 
able  to  fpeak.  Yefternoon,  by  the  copfe.  ’Twas 
but  to  read  with  him  the  book  of  fonnets  he  gave 
me. 

Sam .  That’s  the  way  your  fly,  grave  rogues, 
work  into  the  hearts  of  the  females.  I  never  knew 
any  good  come  of  a  girl’s  reading  fonnets,  with  a 
learned  clerk,  under  a  copfe. 

Raw .  Let  me  hear  no  more  of  your  meetings. 

I  am  content  to  think  you  would  not  plot  my  un¬ 
doing. 

Barb.  I  ? — O  father  ! 

Raw .  But  he  may  plot  yours.  Mark  me — For¬ 
tune  has  thrufl  me  forth  to  prowl,  like  the  wolf  j— 
but  the  wolf  is  anxious  for  its  young.  I  am  an 
outcaft  whom  hunger  has  hardened.  I  violate  the 
law ;  but  feeling  is  not  dead  within  me :  and,  cal¬ 
lous  villain  as  I  am  accounted,  I  would  tear  that 
greater  villain  piecemeal,  who  would  violate  my 
child,  and  rob  an  old  man  of  the  little  remains  of 
comfort  wretchednefs  has  left  him* 


A  PLAY, 


$ 

(A  blocking  at  the  doer .  A  voice  without* 
Hiliiho  !  ho!) 

Raw. — How  now  ! 

Sam. — There!  an  they  be  not  after  us  already* 
I’ll— We  have  talk’d,  too,  kill  tis  broad  day  light* 

Wilford  ( without )  Open,  good  mailer  Raw- 
bold ;  I  would  fpeak  to  you  fuddenlv. 

Barb . — O  heaven !  kis  the  voice  of  Wilford 
himfelf. 

Raw. — Wilford  !  I’m  glad  on’t — Now  he  (ball 
— I’m  glad  onk.  Open  the  door :  Quickly,  I  fay. 
He  fhali  fmart  for  it. 

Sam. — Are  you  mad,  father  ?  ’Tis  we  fhali 
fmart  for  it.  Let  in  the  keeper’s  head  man  !  The 
hind  quarter  of  a  buck  has  hung  thefe  fourteen 
days,  in  the  pantry. 

Raw . — Open,  I  fay. 

Sam. — O  Lord  !  I  defy  any  fecretary’s  noie  not 
to  fmell  (lolen  venifon  the  moment  kis  thruft 
into  our  hovel. 

Samson  opens  the  door.  Wilford* 

Wilf. — Save  you,  good  people.  You  are  Gil¬ 
bert  Rawbold,  as  I  take  it. 

Raw. — I  am.  Your  melfage  here,  young  man, 
bodes  me  no  good  :  but  I  am  Gilbert  Rawbold— 
and  here’s  my  daughter.  Do’ft  know  her  ? 

Wilf. — Ah,  Barbara,  good  wench  !  how  fares 
it  with  you  ? 

Raw* 
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Raw.— -Look  on  her  well-then  confult  you 
own  confcience.  ’Tis  difficult,  haply,  for  a  fe~ 
cretarv  to  find  one.  Y  ou  are  a  villain. 

Wilf. — You  lie.  Hold,  I  crave  pardon.  You 
are  her  father.  She  is  innocent,  and  you  are  un¬ 
happy  :  I  refpedt  virtue  and  misfortune  too  muqh 
to  fhock  the  one  or  infult  the  other. 

Raw •  S death  1  why  meet  my  daughter  in  the 
forefl  ? 

Wilf.  Becaufe  I  love  her. 

Raw.  And  would  ruin  her. 

-Wilf.  That’s  a  ffrange  way  of  (hewing  one’s 
love,  methinks.  I  have  a  fimple  notion,  Gilbert, 
that  the  thought  of  having  taken  a  bafe  advantage 
of  a  poor  girl’s  affe&ion  might  go  nigh  to  break  a 
man’s  fleep,  and  give  him  unquiet  dreams :  now, 
I  love  my  night’s  reft,  and  (hall  do  nothing  to  di- 
fturb  it. 

Raw.  Would’ft  not  poifon  her  mind  ? 

Wilf.  *Tis  not  my  method,  friend,  of  doling 
a  patient.  Look  ye,  Gilbert ;  Her  mind  is  a  fair 
flower,  ftuck  in  the  rude  foil,  here,  of  furround¬ 
ing  ignorance,  and  fmiling  in  the  chill  of  poverty  ; 
~I  would  feign  cheer  it  with  the  little  fun-fhine  I 
poflefs  of  comfort  and  information.  My  parents 
were  poor  like  her’s ;  Should  occafion  ferve,  I 
might,  haply,  were  all  parties  agreed,  make  her 
my  wife.  To  offer  ought  elfe  would  affedt  her, 
you,  and  myfelf ;  and  I  have  no  talent  at  making 
three  people  uneafv  at  the  fame  time. 


Raw. 
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Raw .  Your  hand.  On  your  own  account,  we 
are  friends. 

Barb .  O  dear  father  ! 

Raw.  Be  filent.  Now  to  vour  errand.  ’Tis 

0 

from  Mortimer. 

Wilf.  I  come  from  Sir  Edward. 

Raw,  I  know  his  malice.  He  would  opprefs 
me  with  his  power.  He  would  ftarve  me  and  my 
family.  Search  my  houfe. 

Samf.  No,  father  no.  You  forget  the  hind 
quarter  in  the  pantry.  ( Afide ) 

Raw.  Let  him  do  his  word  :  but  let  him  be¬ 
ware.  A  tyrant ;  a  villain. 

Wilf.  Harkye — he  is  my  mader,  I  owe  him 
my  gratitude ; — every  thing : — and  had  you  been 
any  but  my  Barbara’s  father,  and  fpoken  fo  much 
againd  him,  my  indignation  had  work’d  into  my 
knuckles,  and  cram’d  the  words  down  your  rudy 
throat. 

Sam.  I  do  begin  to  perceive  how  this  will  end. 
Father  will  knock  down  the  fecretary  as  flat  as  a 
buck. 

Raw .  Why  am  I  Angled  out  ?  Is  there  no 
mark  for  the  vengeance  cf  office  to  ffioot  its  fhaft 
at  but  me.  This  morning,  as  he  dog’d  me  in  the 
fored  - - — 

Wilf.  Hudr,  Rawbold.  Keep  your  counfeh 
Should  you  make  it  publick  he  mud  notice  it. 

Raw.  Did  he  not  notice  it  ? 
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Wilf.  No  matter — but  he  has  fent  me  thus 
early,  Gilbert,  with  this  relief  to  your  dil  relies, 
which  he  has  heard  of.  Here  are  twenty  marks 
for  you  and  your  family. 

Raw,  From  Sir  Edward  Mortimer  ? 

Wilf,  ’Tis  his  way; — but  he  would  not  have 
it  mention'd.  He  is  one  of  thofe  judges  who,  in 
their  office,  will  never  warp  the  law  to  fave  offend¬ 
ers  :  but  his  private  charity  bids  him  affift  the 
needy*  before  their  neceffities  drive  them  to 
crimes  which  his  public  duty  muff  punifh. 

Raw,  Did  Mortimer  do  this  !  did  he  !  hea¬ 
ven  blefs  him  !  Oh,  young  man,  if  you  knew  half 
the  mifery — my  wife— -my  children — Shame  ont  l 
I  have  Rood  many  a  tug,  but  the  drops,  now,  fall 
in  fpite  if  me.  I  am  not  ungrateful ;  but  I  can¬ 
not  ftand  it.  We  will  talk  of  Barbara  when  I 
have  more  man  about  me. 

( Exit  up  the  ft  air- cafe, 

Wilf,  Farewell.  I  muff  home  to  the  lodge 
quickly.  Ere  this,  I  warrant,  1  am  look’d  for. 

Barb,  Farewell. 

QUJNTETTQ, 

JVilford. 

THE  Sun  has  tipt  the  hills  with  red; 

The  lour  now  flourifhes  his  flail ; 

The  punchy  parfon  waddles  from  his  bed, 

Heavy,  and  heated,  with  his  laft  night's  ale. 

Adieu  | 
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Adieu  !  adieu  !  I  mull  be  going ; 

The  dapper  village  cock  is  crowing. 

Adieu,  my  little  Barbara ! 

Barbara. 

Adieu  ! — and  fhould  you  think  upon 
The  lowly  cottage,  when  you’re  gone. 

Where  two  old  Oaks,  with  ivy  deck:. 

Their  branches  o’er  the  roof  projed, 

I  pray,  good  fir,  juft  recolleT 

That  there  lives  little  Barbara. 

Samfon. 

And  Samfon  too,  good  Sir,  in  fmoke  and  fmother 
Barbara’s  very  tender — loving  brother. 

Firji  Boy ,  to  Samfon. 

Brother,  look !  the  fun,  aloof, 

Peeps  through  the  crannies  of  the  roof. 

Give  us  food,  good  brother,  pray ! 

For  we  eat  nothing  yefterday. 

Children.  Give  us  food,  good  brother,  pray  ! 

Samfon.  Oh,  fire  and  faggot !  what  a  fqualling  l 
Barbara.  Do  not  chide  ’em.-— 

Sumfon.  Damn  their  bawling  I 

Hungry  ftomachs  there’s  no  balking  : 

I  wifh  I  could  ftop  their  mouths  with  talking : 

But  very  good  meat  is,  cent  per  cent, 

Dearer  than  very  good  argument. 

Wilford .  Adieu,  adieu,  1  muft  be  going  ; 

The  dapper  village  cock  is  crowing. 

Adieu,  my  little  Barbara! 

Barbara .  Oh,  think  on  little  Barbara. 

Children .  Give  us  food  ! 

Samfon,  Curfe  their  Quailing. 

Wilford 
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Wilford  and  Barbara.  Adieu  l  adieu  ! 

Samfon.  Damn  their  bawling. 

Samfon,  Wilford ,  and  Barbara . 

Adieu  my  little  Barbara  l 
Oh,  think  on  little  Barbara  ! 

You’ll  think  on  little  Barbara. 


SCENE  II.  An  old  fajhiorid  Hall ,  in  Sir  Ed¬ 
ward  Mortimer’s  Lodge . 

Several  Servants  crofs  the  Stage,  with  Flaggons , 
L ankards ,  Cold  meat,  &c.  &c. 

Enter  Adam  Winterton, 

9% 

JVint.  Softly,  varlets,  foftly  !  See  you  crack 
none  of  the  (tone  flaggons.  Nay,  ’tis  plain  your 
own  breakfalls  be  toward,  by  your  fkuttling  thus.— 
A  goodly  morning  1  Why,  you  giddy-pated 
knave,  (to  one  of  the  fervantsS)  is  it  fo  you  carry  a 
dilh  of  pottery  ?  No  heed  of  our  good  mailer. 
Sir  Edward  Mortimer’s  ware  ?  Fie,  Peter  Pick- 
bone,  fie! 

Serv . — I  am  in  hafte,  mailer  Steward,  to  break 
my  fall. 

JVint. — To  break  thy  fall ! — to  break  thy  neck, 
it  Ihouldfeem.  Ha  !  ha  !  good  i’faith  !— Go  thy 
ways  knave  !  ( Exit  fervantd)  ’Tis  thus  the 

rogues  ever  have  me.  I  would  feign  be  angry 
with  them,  but,  llraight,  a  merry  jell  paffeth  acrofs 

me 


A  PLAY. 


H 

me,  and  my  choler  is  over.  To  break  thy  neck 
it  ftiould  Teem !  ha,  ha  !  ’twas  well  conceited,  by 

St.  Thomas  ! - My  table-book,  for  the  bufinefs 

of  the  day.  Ah,  my  memory  holds  not  as  it  did* 
It  needs  the  four.  {Looking  over  his  hook.)  Nine 
and  forty  years  have  I  been  houfe-fteward  and 
butler.  Let  me  fee.— Six  winters  ago,  come 
Chriftmas  eve,  died  my  old  matter,  fir  Marma- 
duke. — Ah !  he  was  a  heavy  lofs.  I  look'd  to 
drop  before  him.  He  was  hale  and  tough  : — but, 
thank  heaven,  I  ha'  feen  him  out,  my  dear  old 
matter !  Let  me  fee — my  tables :  ( Looking  over 
them  and  finging . 

When  birds  do  carrol  on  the  bufh, 

[  With  a  heigh  no  nonny  —  —  heigho! 

Enter  Cook0 

Cook.— Matter  Steward !  Good  matter  Winter- 
ton  \ 

Wint . — Who  calls  merry  old  Adam  Winterton  ? 
Fla,  Jacob  Cook!  Well  bethought— the  dinner. 
Nay,  I  bear  a  brain:  thinking  men  will  combine. 
I  never  fee  Jacob  Cook  but  it  reminds  me  of  order¬ 
ing  dinner.  We  mutt  have— — what  fay  my  ta¬ 
bles— we  mutt  have,  Jacob  -—Nay,  by  St. 
Thomas,  I  perceive  kwas  Chriftmas  eve  j even  years 
died  my  good  old  matter,  ttr  Marmaduke. 

Cook. — I  pray  you  defpatch  me,  good  matter 
fteward.  I  would  beftir  in  time. 


Wint. 
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Wint, — Then  I  would  counfel  thee  to  rife  earlier, 
Jacob  ;  for  truth  to  fay  thou  art  a  fluggard.  Ha  ! 
good  i’faith ! — Let  me  fee  ; — Dinner — oh  !  Haft 
*  thou  prepared  the  fare  I  order’d  yefter-night  ? 

Cook , — All  kill’d,  and  ready:  but  will  not  Sir 
Edward  Mortimer  pall  on  his  diet  ?  ’Tis  the  very 
fame  bill  of  fare  we  ferv’d  yefterday. 

Wint,— Hey — let  me  fee — I  have  fetded  the 
dinners  throughout  the  week  in  my  tables*  Nov/, 
by  our  lady,  I  have  miftaken,  and  read  Thurfday 
twice  over  1 — Ha  !  ha  1  ha  ! — A  peftilence  upon 
me  1  Well  Sir  Edward,  (heaven  blefs  him  !)  muft 
bear  with  me.  He  muft  e’en  dine  to  day  on  what 
he  dined  on  yefterday !— ’tis  too  late  to  be  chang¬ 
ed.  Get  thee  gone,  knave,  get  thee  gone. 

Cook, — ( Going  out,) — Age  has  fo  overdone  this 
old  dry-bones  he’ll  ftiortly  tumble  from  the  fpit. — 
cc  Thurfday  twice  over  !” — This  comes  of  being 
able  to  read.  An  old  buzzard  !  Exit . 

Wint, — Thefe  fatigues  of  office  fomewhat  wear 
a  man.  I  have  had  a  long  leafe  on’t.  I  ha’  feen 
out  Queen  Mary,  Queen  Elizabeth,  and  King 
James.  ’Tis  e’en  almofttime  that  I  fhould  retire, 
to  begin  to  enjoy  myfelf.  Eh  !  by  St.  Thomas  ! 
hither  trips  the  fair  miflrefs  Blanch.  Of  all  the 
waiting  gentlewomen  I  ever  looked  on,  during 
the  two  laft  reigns,  none  Hir’d  tr.y  fancy  like  this 
little  rofe-bud. 

Enter  Blanch « 

Blanch, — A  good  day,  good  Adam  Win  ter  ton. 

Wint . 


Winir^N hat  wag!  what  tulip!  I  never  fee 
thee  but  I  am  a  fcore  of  years  the  younger. 

Blanch . — Nay,  then,  let  us  not  meet  often,  or 
you  will  foon  be  in  your  fecond  child-hood. 

Wint . — What  you  come  from  your  miftrefs,  the 
Lady  Helen,  in  the  foreft  here  and  would  fpeak 
with  Sir  Edward  Mortimer,  I  warrant  ? 

Blanch . — I  would.  Is  his  melancholy  worfhip 
ftirring  yet  ? 

Wint . — Fie,  you  mad-cap !  He  is  my  mafter, 
and  your  Lady’s  friend. 

Blanch . — Yes,  truly,  it  feems,  her  only  one, 
poor  Lady :  he  protedls  her  now  fhe  is  left  an 
orphan. 

Wint. — A  blefiing  on  his  heart !  I  would  it  were 
merrier.  Well,  fhe  is  much  beholden  to  Sir  Ed¬ 
ward  for  his  confolation  :  and  he  never  affords  her 
his  advice  but  his  bounty  is  fure  to  follow  it. 

Blanch . — Juft  fo  a  crow  will  nourifh  its  neftling: 
he  croaks  firft,  and  then  gives  her  food. 

Wint. — Ha,  ha!  good  i’faith! — but  wickeds 
Thy  company  will  corrupt,  and  lead  me  aftray. 
Should  they  happen  to  marry,  (and  I  have  my 
fancies  on’t,)  I’ll  dance  a  galliard  with  thee  in  the 
hall,  on  the  round  Oak  table.  Sbud  !  when  I 
was  a  youth,  I  would  ha’  caper’d  with  St.  Vitus, 
and  beat  him. 

Blanch . — You  are  as  likely  to  dance,  now,  as 
they  to  marry.  What  has  hindered  them,  if  the  par- 

D  ties 
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ties  be  agreed  ? — yet  1  have,  now,  been  with  my 
miftrefs  thefe  two  years ;  fince  Sir  Edward  firft 
came  hither,  and  placed  her  in  the  cottage,  hard 
by  his  lodge. 

Wint.— Tufh!  family  reafons.-— Thou  know- 
eft  nothing:  thou  art  fcarce  catch’d.  Two  years 
back,  when  we  came  from  Kent,  and  Sir  Edward 
firft  entered  on  his  office,  here,  of  Head  Keeper, 
thou  wert  a  Colt,  running  wild  about  New  Foreft. 
I  hired  you  myfelf  to  attend  on  madam  Helen. 

Blanch . — Nay  I  lhall  never  forget  it.  But  you 
were  as  frolickfome,  then,  as  I,  methinks,  Doft 
*  remember  the  box  on  the  ear  I  gave  thee,  Adam  ? 

Wint . — Peace,  peace,  you  pie!  an  you  prate 
thus  Til  ftop  your  mouth.  I  will,  by  Saint  Thomas! 

Blanch . — An  I  be  inclined  to  the  contrary,  I 
do  not  think  you  are  able  to  ftop  it. 

Wint . — Out,  you  baggage  !  thou  haft  more 
tricks  than  a  kitten.  Well,  go  thy  ways.  Sir 
Edward  is  at  his  ftudy,  and  there  thou  wilt  find 
him.  Ah,  miftrefs  Blanch  !  had  you  but  feen  me 
in  the  early  part  of  Queen  Elizabeth’s  reign  ! 

Blanch . — How  old  art  thou  now,  Adam  ? 

Wint . — Four  fcore,  come  Martlemas :  and,  by 
©ur  Lady,  I  can  run  with  a  lapwing. 

Blanch . — Canft  thou? — Well  faid  ! — Thou  art 
a  merry  old  man,  and  fhalt  have  a  kifs  of  me,  on 
one  condition. 

Wint.— Shall  X!  odfbud,  name  it,  and  ’tis  mine. 

Blanch,—  x  hen,  catch  me.  ( Runs  off.) 


Wint . 
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Whit. — Peftilence  out !  there  was  a  time  when 
my  legs  had  ferv’d  : — but,  to  fpeak  truth,  1  never 
thrufl  them,  now,  into  my  fcarlet  hofe  that  they 
do  not  remember  me  of  two  flicks  of  red  fealing- 
wax.  J  was  a  clean-limb’d  ftripling,  when  I  firfl 
flood  behind  Sir  Marmaduke’s  arm  chair,  in  the 
old  Oak  eating-room. 

SONG.  Adam  Winter  ton, 

SIR.  Marmaduke  was  a  hearty  Knight ; 

Good  man  !  Old  man ! 

He’s  painted  handing  bolt  upright. 

With  his  hofe  roll’d  over  his  knee ; — 

His  Perriwig’s  as  white  as  chalk ; 

And  on  his  fill  he  holds  a  Hawk  ; 

And  he  looks  like  the  head 
Of  an  ancient  family. 

II. 

His  dining-room  was  long  and  wide  ; 

Good  man  !  Old  man ! 

His  Spaniels  lay  by  the  fire-fide;*— 

And  in  other  part*,  d’ye  fee, 

Crofs-bows,  tobacco-pipes,  old  hats, 

A  faddle,  his  wife,  and  a  litter  of  cats ; 

And  he  look’d  like  the  head 
Of  an  ancient  family. 

JII. 

He  never  turned  the  poor  from  his  gate  5 
Good  man  !  Old  man  ! 

But  always  ready  to  break  the  pate 
Of  his  Country’s  enemy. 

What  knight  could  do  a  better  thing. 

Than  ferve  the  poor,  and  fight  for  his  K’ng. 

And  fo  may  every  head 
Of  an  ancient  family. 


Enter 
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Enter  Wilford. 

Wilf. — Every  new  a&  of  Sir  Edward’s  charity 
lets  me  a  thinking;  and  the  more  I  think  the  more 
I  am  puzzled.  ’Tis  flrange  that  a  man  fhould 
be  fo  ill  at  eafe,  who  is  continually  doing  good. 
At  times,  the  wild  glare  of  his  eye  is  frightful ; 
and,  lad  night,  when  I  was  writing  for  him,  in  the 
library,  I  could  not  help  fancying  I  was  fhut  up 
with  the  devil.  I  would  flake  my  life  there’s  a 
fecret ;  and  I  could  almofl  give  my  life  to  un¬ 
ravel  it.  I  mufl  to  him  for  my  morning’s  em¬ 
ployment.  ( CroJJing  the  ft  age*} 

Wint . — Ah!  boy!  Wilford!  fecretary!  whither 
away,  lad  ? 

Wilft — Mr.  Winterton ! — Aye,  marry,  this  good 
old  man  has  the  clue,  could  I  but  coax  him  to 
give  it  me. — A  good  morning  to  you,  Sir! 

Wint. — Yea,  and  the  like  to  thee,  boy.  Come, 
thou  fhalt  have  a  cup  of  Canary,  from  my  corner 
cup-board,  yonder. 

Wilf.-— Not  a  drop. 

Wint.— Troth,  I  bear  thee  a  good  will  for  thy 
honed  old  dead  father’s  fake. 

Wilf. — I  do  thankfully  perceive  it.  Sir.  Your 
placing  me  in  Sir  Edward’s  family,  fome  nine 
months  ago,  when  my  poor  father  died,  and  left 
me  friendlefs,  will  never  out  of  my  memory. 

Wint. — Tut,  boy,  no  merit  of  mine  in  afiifting 
the  friendlefs.  ’Tis  our  duty  child.  I  could  never 

<  abide 


A  PLAY. 


21 


abide  to  fee  honed  induftry  chop  fallen.  I  love  to 
have  folks  merry  about  me,  to  my  heart. 

Wilf\ — I  would  you  could  inftill  fome  mirth 
into  our  good  mailer  Sir  Edward.  You  are  an  old 
domeftick — the  only  one  he  brought  with  him, 
two  years  back,  from  Kent, — and  might  venture  to 
give  his  fpirits  a  jog.  He  feems  devour’d  with 
ipleen  and  melancholy. 

IVint. — You  are  a  prying  boy. — Go  to. — J  have 
told  thee,  a  fcore  of  times,  I  would  not  have  thee 
curious  about  our  worthy  mailer's  humour.  By 
my  troth,  I  am  angry  with  thee.  Yvrhat  a  boy  like 

you  ? - a - Thou  haft  put  me  in  choler.  Con** 

tinue  this,  and  I’ll  undo  thee  ; — I'll  un - -Ibud  ! 

I’ll  unprotedl  thee.— Ha,  good,  i’raith !  nay, 
marry,  my  rage  holds  not  long Hath  and  out 
again.  Unprotedl  thee  !—  ha  !  'twas  exceeding 
good  by  Saint  Thomas ! 

Wilf%— I  fhould  ceafe  to  pry,  fir,  would  you 
but  once,  (as  I  think  you  have  more  than  once 
feem’d  inclined)  gratify  my  much-raifed  curiolity. 

Wint. — Well  faid,  'ifaith,  I  do  not  doubt  thee. 
I  warrant  thou  wouldll  ceafe  to  enquire,  when  I 
had  told  thee  all  thou  wouldll  know. — What, 
green- horn,  didfb  think  to  trap  the  old  man  ?— 
Go  thy  ways,  boy  !  I  have  a  head. — Old  Adam 
Winterton  can  fifta  fubtle  fpeech  to  the  bottom. 

Wilf. — Ah,  good  fir,  you  need  not  tell  me  thit. 
Young  as  I  am,  I  can  admire  that  experience,  in 
another,  which  I  want  myfelf. 


Wint. 
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'  fflint.*-— There  is  fomething  marvellous  engag¬ 
ing  in  this  young  man.  You  have  a  world  of 
promife,  boy.  Sixty  years  ago,  in  Queen  Eliza¬ 
beth’s  time,  Iwasjuftfuch  another.  I  remem¬ 
ber  Marian  Potpan,  the  farmer’s  daughter,  of 
Stocks  Green,  was  then  enamour’d  of  me.  Well, 
beware  how  you  offend  fir  Edward. 

Wilf. — I  would  not,  willingly,  for  the  world. 
He  has  been  the  kindeft  matter  to  me.  He  has 
inform’d  my  mind,,  reliev’d  my  diftreffes,  cloath’d 
me,  fheker’d  me  : — but,  whilft  my  fortunes  ripen 
in  the  warmth  of  his  goodnefs,  the  frozen  gloom 
of  his  countenance  chills  me. 

Wint. — Well,  well,  take  heed  how  you  prate 
on’t.  Out  on  thefe  babbling  boys !  There  is  no 
keeping  a  fecret  with  younkers  in  a  family. 

Wilf. — ( very  eagerly .■)  What  then  there  is  a 
fecret !—  -  Tis  as  I  gueffed  after  all. 

Wint. — Why,  how  now,  hot- head  ? — —Mercy 
on  me !  an  this  tinder-box  boy  do  not  make  me 
ihake  with  apprehenfion.  Is  it  thus  you  take  my 
frequent  council  ? 

Wilf, — Dear  fir,  ’tis  your  council  which  moft  I 
covet.  Give  me  but  that ;  admit  me  to  your 
confidence;  fleer  me  with  your  advice,  which  I 
ever  held  excellent,  and,  with  fuch  a  pilot,  I  may 
fail  profperoufiy  through  a  current  which,  other- 
wife,  might  wreck  me. 


Wint. 


f 


t 


A  P  L  A  r.  *'  23 

IVint. — ’Tis  melting  to  fee  how  unfledged  youth 
will  fhelter  itfelf,  like  a  chicken,  under  the  wing 
of  fuch  a  tough  old  cock  as  myfelf!  Well,  well, 
ril  think  on’t,  boy. 

Wilf. — The  old  anfwer. — Yet,  he  foftens  apace : 
could  I  but  clench  him  now — Faith,  fir,  ’tis  a  raw 
rooming  and  I  care  not  if  I  tafte  the  canary  your 
kindnefs  offer’d. 

IVint. — Aha  !  lad  !  fay ’ft  thou  fo  ?  Juft  my 
mo  dell  humour  when  I  was  young.  I  ever  refu- 
fed  my  glafs  at  firft,  but  I  came  to  it  ere  I  had 
quitted  my  company.  Here’s  the  key  of  the  cor¬ 
ner  cup-boafd,  yonder.  See  you  do  not  crack 
the  bottle,  you  heedlefs  goofe,  you  ! 

( [Wilf or  d  takes  out  bottle  and  glajfes.) 

Ha !  fill  it  up.  Od !  it  fparkles  curioufly. 
Here’s  to - I  prithee,  tell  me  now,  W Il¬ 

ford  ;  didft  ever  in  thy  life  fee  a  waiting-gentle¬ 
woman,  with  a  more  inviting  eye  than  the  little 
Mrs.  Blanch  ? 

Wilf9 — Here’s  Mrs.  Blanch — ( drinks.) 

IVint. — Ah,  wag  !  well,  go  thy  ways  !  Well, 
when  I  was  of  thy  age  - - —  odfbud  1  no  mat¬ 

ter  ;  ’tis  paft,  now ; — but  here’s  the  little  Mrs. 
Blanch — ( drinks.) 

Wilf. — ’Tis  thought,  here,  fir  Edward  means  to 
marry  her  lady,  Madame  Helen. 

Wint. — Nay,  I  know  not.  She  has  long  been 
enamour’d  of  him,  poor  lady  !  when  he  was  the 
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gay,  the  gallant  fir  Edward,  in  Kent.  Ah,  well  1 
two  years  make  a  wond’rous  change  ! 

Wilf. — Yes,  ,tis  a  good  tough  love,  now  a 
days,  that  will  hold  out  a  couple  of  twelve- 
months. 

Wint. — Away,  I  mean  not  fo,  you  giddy  pate! 
He  is  all  honour  3  and  as  fteady  in  his  courfe  as 
the  fun  :  yet  I  wonder  fometimes  he  can  bear  to 
look  upon  her. 

Wilf. — Eh  ?  why  fo  ?  Did  not  he  bring  her, 
under  his  protection,  to  the  Foreft ;  fince,  'tis  faid, 
fhe  loft  her  relations  ? 

Wint . — Hufh,  boy  !  on  your  life  do  not  name 
her  uncle— I  would  lay  her  relations. 

Wilf — Her  uncle  !  wherefore  ?  Where's  the 
harm  in  having  an  uncle,  dead  or  alive  ? 

Wint . — Peace,  peace  !  In  that  uncle  lyes  the 
fecret. 

Wilf. — Indeed!  how  good  Adam  Wintertoni 
I  prithee,  how  ? 

Wint . — Ah !  'twas  a  heavy  day  !  Poor  fir  Ed¬ 
ward  is  now  a  broken  fpirit — but  if  ever  a  good 
fpirit  walk'd  the  earth  in  trunk  hofe,  he  is  one. 

Wilf. — Let  us  drink  fir  Edward's  health. 

Wint . — That  I  would,  tho'  'twere  a  mile  to  the 
bottom — ( drink ).  Ha,  'tis  cheering,  i’faith  ! 
■Well,  in  troth,  I  have  regard  for  thee,  boy,  for 
thy  father's  fake. 

Wilf — Oh,  good  fir!  and  this  uncle,  you  fay — 

Wint. 
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Wint.— Of  Madam  Helen— ah  1  there  lyes  the 
mifchief. 

mif. — What  mifchief  can  be  in  him  ?  why,  he 
is  dead. 

Wint. — Come  nearer— fee  you  prate  not  now, 
on  your  life.  Our  good  mafter,  fir  Edward,  was 
arraign’d  on  his  account,  in  open  court. 

Wilf — Arraign’d  !  how  mean  you  ? 

Wint, — Alas,  boy!  tried. — Tried  for  — - * 

nea  er  yet — his  murder. 

Wilf, — Mu — mur — Murder  !  ( drops  the  glofs.') 

Wint, — Why,  what!  why,  Wilford  !  out,  alas! 
the  boy’s  paffion  will  betray  all!  what,  Wilford, 

I  fay  ! 

Wilf. — You  have  curdled  my  blood  ! 

Wint . — What,  varlet,  thou  darefi:  not  think  ill 

* 

of  our  worthy  mafter  ? 

Wilf — I — I  am  his  fecretary.  Often  alone  with 
him  at  dead  midnight,  in  his  library.  The  can¬ 
dles  in  the  fockets — and  a  man  glaring  upon  me 
wrho  has  committed  mur — ugh  ! 

Wint— Committed !  Thou  art  a  bafe  lying 
knave,  to  fay  it :  and  while  I  wear  a  rapier.  I’ll 

- - tuih  !  Heaven  help  me  !  I  forget  I  am 

fourfcore.  Well,  well — hear  me,  pettifii  boy, 
hear  me.  Why,  look  now,  thou  doft  not  attend, 

Wilf. — I — I  mark;  I  mark. 

Wint. — I  tell  thee,  then,  our  good  fir  Edward 
was  beloved  in  Kent,  where  he  had  returned  a 
year  before  from  his  travels.  Madam  Helen’s 
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uncle  was  hated  by  all  the  neighbourhood,  rich 
and  poor.  A  mere  brute,  doll  mark  me. 

Wilf \ — Like  enough:  but  when  brutes  walk 
upon  two  legs,  the  law  of  the  land,  thank  Heaven ! 
will  not  fuffer  us  to  butcher  them. 

Wint. — Go  to,  you  fire-brand  !  Our  good  maf- 
ter  labour'd  all  he  could,  for  many  a  month,  to 
foothe  his  turbulence  ;  but  in  vain.  He  pick'd  a 
quarrel  with  hr  Edward,  in  the  publick  county 
afTembly ;  nay,  the  ftrong  ruffian  (truck  him 
down,  and  trampled  6n  him.  Think  on  that, 
Wilford ;  on  our  good  mailer  hr  Edward,  whofe 
great  foul  was  nigh  to  burft  with  the  indignity. 

Wilf, — Well,  but  the  end  on’t. 

Wint, — Why,  our  young  mailer  took  horfe, 
for  his  own  houfe,  determined,  as  it  appear'd,  to 
fend  a  challenge  to  this  white-liver’d  giant  in  the 
morning. 

Wilf, — I  fee.  He  kill'd  him  in  a  duel.  That's 
Another  kind  of  butchery,  which  the  law  allows 
not ;  true  humanity  fhudders  at,  and  falfe  honour 
juftihes. 

Wint.-*- See,  now,  how  you  fly  off!  Sir  Ed¬ 
ward's  revenge  boy,  was  baffled.  For  his  anta- 
gonilt  was  found  dead  in  the  llreet,  that  night ; 
killed,  by  fome  unknown  affaffins,  on  his  return 
from  the  affembly. 

Wilf*— Indeed  !  unknown  affaffins  ! 

Wint, — Nay,  'tis  plain,  our  good  hr  Edward 
had  no  hand  in  the  wicked  adl :  for  he  was  trieda 
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as  I  told  yon,  at  the  next  aftize.  Mercy  on  me  ! 
’twas  a  crowded  court  ;  and  how  gentle  and  Ample 
threw  up  their  caps,  at  his  acquittal  !  Heaven 
be  thank'd  !  he  was  cleared  beyond  a  fhadow  of 
doubt. 

Wilf. — He  was;  I  breathe  again.  'Twas  a 
happy  thing.  ’Twas  the  only  way  left  of  cleanfing 
him  from  afoul  fufpicion, 

JVint. > — Out  alas !  lad,  ’tis  his  principal  grief. 
He  is  full  of  nice  feeling,  and  high-flown  honour, 
and  the  thought  of  being  tried,  forfuch  a  crime, 
has  given  him  his  heart's  wound.  Poor  gentleman  ! 
he  has  Ihun’d  the  world  ever  fince.  He  was  once 
the  life  of  all  company - but  now  ! 

Sir  Ed.  ( without ) — Winterton  ! 

Wint. — Hark !  fome  one  calls.  Out  on  thee, 
thou  haft  funk  my  fpirits  into  my  heels.  Who 
calls  merry  old  Adam  Winterton  ? 

Sir  Edward  ( without )  Adam  Winterton  i  come 
hither  to  me. 

JVint . — Nay,  by  our  lady,  'tis  Sir  Edward  him- 
felf! — Peftilenceont!  if  I  fee m  fad  now,  'twill  be 
noted.  I  come,  good  Sir  Edward. 

t(  When  birds — (not  a  word  on  thy  life)  — • 
do  carroll  on  the  bufh," 

€(  With  a  hey  no  nonnv"— — Mercy  on  me  ! 

(Exit. 

JVilf.  My  throat's  parch’d,  and  my  blood 
treezes.  A  quart  of  brandy  couldn't  moiften  the 
one  nor  thaw  the  other.  This  accounts,  then,  for 
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all.  Poor,  unhappy  gentlemen  !  This  unravels  a!!* 
from  the  fir  ft  day  of  my  fervice — when  a  deep 
groan  made  me  run  into  the  library,  and  I  found 
him  locking  up  his  papers,  in  the  iron  cheft,  as  pale 
as  afhes. — Eh? — What  can  be  in  that  che ft  ! — - 

Perhaps  fome  proof  of - no  I  lim  <der  at  the  fug- 

geftion. — 'Pi'S  not  poffible  one  fo  good  can  be 

guilty  of - 1  know  not  what  to  think — nor  what 

to  refolve.  But  curiofity  is  roufed,  and,  come 
what  may,  I’ll  have  an  eye  upon  him.  {Exit. 

SCENE  III  .—A  Library. 

Sir  Edward  Mortimer  difeover’d  at  a  Writing  Ta¬ 
ble.  Adam  Winterton  attending : 

Mcrt. — JTis  his  firfl  trefpais,  fo  well  quit  him 
Adam : — 

But  caution  him  how  he  offend  again. 

As  Keeper  of  the  foreft,  I  fhould  fine  him. 

Wint.—  Nay  that  your  worfhip  fhould.  Tie'll 
prove,  ere  long, 

■ — Mark  but  my  words — a  flurdy  poacher.  Well, 
T’is  vouknow  bell. 

Mart, — Well,  well,  no  matter,  Adam; — 

He  has  a  wife,  and  child. 

JVint'— Ah  1  blefs  your  honour  I 
Mor  .—They  kill’d  his  dog  ? 

Wint. — Aye,  marry,  fir  : — a  lurcher. 

Black  Marcin  Wincot,  the  groom  keeper  fhot  him  * 
A  perilous  good  aim. — I  warrant  me. 

The  rogue  has  lived  this  year  upon  that  lurcher. 

JMcrt . 
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Mort. — Poor  wretch  ! — Oh  !  well  bethought ; 
Send  Walter  to  me — 

I  would  employ  him :  he  mull  ride  for  me. 

On  bufinefs  of  much  import. 

Wint. — Lackaday  ! 

That  it  fhould  chance  fo  !  I  have  fent  him  forth. 
To  Winchefter,  to  buy  me  flannel  hofe  j 
For  winter’s  coming  on.  Good  lack !  that  things 
Should  fall  fo  crofly  ! 

Mort . — Nay,  nay,  do  not  fret — : 

’Tis  better  that  my  bufinefs  cool,  good  Adam, 
Than  thy  old  limbs.  v 

Wint. — Ah  !  you’ve  a  kindly  heart  i 
Mort . — Is  Wilford  waiting  ? 

Wint. — Wilford  !  mercy  on  me ! 

I  tremble  now  to  hear  his  name.  He  is — 

f. 

Here  in  the  hall,  fir. 

Mort. — Send  him  in,  I  prithee. 

Wint. — I  fhall,  fir.  Heaven  bids  you  !  hea¬ 
ven  blefs  you  !  ( Exit . 

Mort.  Good  morning,  good  old  heart !  This 
honeft  foul 

Would  feign  look  cheery  in  my  houfe’s  gloom. 
And,  like  a  gay  and  fturdy  ever-green. 

Smiles  in  the  midft  of  blaft,  and  defolation. 

Where  all  around  him  withers.— Well,  well — 
wither  ! 

Perilh  this  frail  and  fickle  frame  ! — this  clay. 
That,  in  it’s  drofs-like  compound,  doth  contain 
The  mind’s  pure  ore  and  eflence. — Oh !  that  mind  1 
That  mind  of  man  !  that  god-like  fpring  of  aition ! 

That 
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That  fource,  whence  Learning,  Virtue,  Honour, 
flow  ! — 

Which  lifts  us  to  the  liars ;  which  carries  us 
O’er  the  fwoln  waters  of  the  angry  deep. 

As  fw allows  fkim  the  air.— That  Fame’s  foie  foun¬ 
tain  l 

That  doth  tranfmit  a  fair,  and  fpotlefs  name 
When  the  vile  trunk  is  rotten  Give  me  that ! 

Oh  1  give  me  but  to  live,  in  after-age. 

Remember’d  and  unfullied  ! — Heaven  and  earth  i 
Let  my  pure  flame  of  Honour  fhine  in  ftory. 

When  I  am  cold  in  death — and  the  flow  fire. 

That  wears  my  vitals  now,  will  no  more  move  me 
Than  ’twould  a  corpfe  within  a  monument. 

{A  knock  at  the  door  of  the  library') 

How  now!  Who’s  there?  Come  in. 

(  Enter  Wilford .) 

Wilrord  !  is’t  you  ?  You  were  not  wont  to  knock. 
Wilf* — I  fear’d  I  might  furprize  you,  fir. 

Mort — Surprize  me  ! 

Wilf . — I  mean — difturb  you,  fir  : — yes — at  yowr 
fludies — 

Diflurb  you  at  your  fludies. 

Mort . — *Very  ftrange ! 

You  were  not  ufed  to  be  fo  cautious. 

Wilf— No— 

I  never  ufed — but  I — hum — I  have  learnt ! — — 
Mort . — Learnt ! 

Wilf.' — Better  manners,  fir.  I  was  quite  raw. 
When,  in  your  bounty,  you  firfl  flielter’d  me  : 

But,  thanks  to  your  great  goodnefs,  and  the  leflons 
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Of  Mr.  Winterton,  I  (till  improve, 

And  pickup  fomething  daily. 

Mort . — Aye,  indeed  ! 

Winterton  ! — No  he  dare  not— Hark  you,  Hr. 

(flopping  up  to  him ) 

Wilf— Sir! 

Mort . —  ( retreating  from  him).  What  am  I  about ! 
—Oh,  honour  !  honour  ! 

Thy  pile  fliould  be  fo  uniform,  difplace 
One  atom  of  thee,  and  the  flighted:  breath 
Of  a  rude  peafant  makes  thy  owner  tremble 
For  his  whole  building.  Reach  me,  from  the  fhelfj 
The  volume  I  was  bufled  in,  lafl:  night. 

Wilf — Laft  night,  fir  ? 

Mort . — Aye  ; — it  treats  of  Alexander. 

Wilf \ — Oh,  I  remember,  flr— of  Macedon. 

I  made  fome  extracts,  by  your  order,  (goes  to  the 
Book-Cafe) 

Mort . — Books 

(My  only  commerce,  now,)  will  fometimes  roufe  me 
Beyond  my  nature.  I  have  been  fo  warm’d. 

So  heated  by  a  well- turn’d  rhapfody. 

That  I  have  feem’d  the  hero  of  the  tale. 

So  glowingly  defcribed.  Draw  me  a  man 
Struggling  for  Fame,  attaining,  keeping  it. 

Dead  ages  fince,  and  the  Hiftorian 
Decking  his  memory,  in  polilh’d  phrafe. 

And  I  can  follow  him  through  every  turr^ 

Grow  wild  in  his  exploits,  myfelf  himfeif. 

Until  the  thick  pulfation  of  my  heart 
Wakes  me,  to  ponder  on  the  thing  I  am. 
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Wilf, — ( giving  him  the  hook) 

To  my  poor  thinking,  fir,  this  Alexander 
Would  fcarcely  roufe  a  man  to  follow  him. 

Mort . — Indeed  !  why  fo  lad  l  He  is  reckon'd 
brave. 

Wife,  generous,  learn’d,  by  older  heads  than 
thine. 

JVilft — I  cannot  tell,  fir : — I  have  but  a  glean¬ 
ing.— 

He  conquer'd  all  the  world ; — but  left  uncon¬ 
quer'd 

A  world  of  his  own  paflions — and  they  led  him, 
(It  feems  fo  there)  on  petty  provocation. 

Even  to  murder.  (Mortimer  ft  arts— Wilford  and 
he  exchange  looks — both  confufed.) 

I  have  touch'd  the  firing — 

*Twas  unawares— I  cannot  help  it.  ( ' aft de ) 

Mort .—( attempting  to  recover  himfelf.) — Wilford 

— - — Wilford  I - you  mi  (lake  the  character - *« 

I,  mark  you — he — death  and  eternal  tortures  ! 
(dajhes  the  book  on  the  floor ,  and  fiezes  JVilford) 
Slave  l  I  will  crufh  thee  l  pulverife  thy  frame ! 
That  no  vile  particle  of  prying  nature 
May— — -Ha,  ha  ha! — I  will  not  harm  thee, 
boy — 

O,  agony  1  {Exit. 

V/ilf . — Is  this  the  high-flown  honour,  and  de¬ 
licate  feeling,  old  Winterton  talk’d  of,  that  can¬ 
not  bear  a  glance  at  the  trial  ? — Delicate  !  had  I 
been  born  under  a  throttling  planet,  I  had  never 
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furvived  this  collaring.  This  may  be  guilt.  If 

f0 - well,  what  have  I  to  do  with  the  knowledge 

ont ! — what  could  I  do  ?  cut  off  my  benefa&or  l 
who  gives  me  bread  !  who  is  refpedled  for  his  vir¬ 
tues,  pitied  for  his  misfortunes,  loved  by  his  fa¬ 
mily,  blefs’d  by  the  poor !— Pooh  !  he  is  innocent. 
This  is  his  pride  and  fhame  .  He  was  acquitted — * 
Thoufands  witnefs’d  it — thoufands  rejoiced  at  it 

— thoufands- - eh  ?  the  key  left  in  the  iron  cheft  1 

Circumftance  and  myftery  tempt  me  at  every 
turn.  Ought  I — no  matter.  Thefe  are  no  com¬ 
mon  incitements  and  I  fubmit  to  the  impulfe.  I 
heard  him  ftride  down  the  flairs.  It  opens  with  a 
fpring  I  fee.  I  tremble  in  every  joint,  (goes  to  the 
cheft .) 

Enter  Sir  Edward  Mortimer. 

Mort. — I  had  forgot  the  key  and — —ha!  by 
hell ! 

(Sees  Wilford;  fnatches  a  piftol  from  the  table ,  runs 
up  to  hint)  and  holds  it  to  his  head.  Wilford  on 
his  knees ,  claps  down  the  lid  of  the  trunk  which  he 
had  juft  open'd.  After  an  apparent  ftruggle  of 
mind ,  Mortimer  throws  the  piftol  from  him.) 
Mort.— Begone  ! - Come  back. — Come  hi¬ 

ther  to  me. 

Mark  me — I  fee  'thou  dofl  at  every  turn — 

And  I  have  noted  thee  too.  Thou  haft  found 
(I  know  not  how)  fome  clue  to  my  difgrace  : — - 
Aye,  my  difgrace — we  mu  ft  not  mince  it  now— 
Publiek  dishonour  ! — trod  on  I— buffeted  ! 

F 
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Then  tried  as  the  foul  demon  who  had  foild 
My  manly  means  of  vengeance.  Anguiih  gnaws 
me : 

Mountains  of  fharne  are  piled  upon  me  ! — Me, 
Who  have  made  Fame  my  idol.  ’T  was  enough ! 
But  fomething  mull  be  fuper-added.  You,— 
A  worm,  a  viper  I  have  warm’d,  mull  plant. 

In  venom’d  fport,  your  fting  into  my  wounds. 
Too  tender  e’en  for  tendernefs  to  touch. 

And  work  me  into  madnefs.  Thou  wouldft 
queftion 

My  very-- - Have  ! - -my  very  innocence  j 

Ne’er  doubted  yet  by  judges  nor  arraigners. 
Wretch  !  you  have  wrung  this  from  me.  Be 
content 

I  am  funk  low  enough. 

Wilf. — [returning  the  key )  Oh,  fir  !  I  ever 
Honour’d  and  loved  you.  But  I  merit  all. 

My  paflions  hurried  me  I  know  not  wither. 

Do  with  me  as  you  pleafe,  my  kind,  wrong’d 
mafcer  1 

Difcard  me — thruft  me  forth — nay,  kill  me  1 - - 

Mott.  Kill  you  ! 

Wilf.  I  know  not  what  I  fay,  — I  know  but  this. 
That  I  would  die  to  ferve  you. 


Enter  a  Servant * 

'}  Servant .  Sir,  your  brother 
Is  juft  alighted  at  the  gate. 


Mori . 
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Mort .  My  brother  ! 

He  could  not  time  it  worfe.  Wilford,  remember. 
Come,  fhew  me  to  him.  (Exit  with  Jerv ant . 

Wilf.  Remember!  I  (ball  never  while  I  live 
forget  it :  nay,  I  fhall  never  while  I  live  forgive 
myfelf.  My  knees  knock  together  ftill ;  and  the 
cold  drops  Hand  on  my  forehead,  like  rain-water 
on  a  pent-houfe. 

Enter  Barbara. 

Barb.  Wilford  ! 

Wilf.  Eh  ?  Barbara  !  How  camefi  thou  here  ? 

Barb .  With  my  father,  who  waits  below  to  fee 
Sir  Edward. 

Wilf.  He - He  is  bulled  ;  he  cannot  fee 

him  now.  He  is  with  his  brother. 

Barb.  Troth,  I  am  lorry  for  it.  My  poor  fa¬ 
ther’s  heart  is  burning  with  gratitude,  and  he 
would  fain  eafe  it  by  pouring  out  his  thanks  to  his 
benefactor.  Oh,  Wilford,  your’s  is  a  happy 
lot  to  have  fuch  a  matter  as  Sir  Edward. 

Wilf.  Happy  ?  Oh  !  yes— I— I  am  very  happy 

Barb.  Mercy  !  has  any  ill  befallen  you  ? 

Wilf.  No;  nothing.  ’Tis  all  my  happinefs. 
My  happinefs  is  like  your  father’s  gratitude,  Bar¬ 
bara  ;  and,  at  times,  it  goes  near  to  choak  me. 

Barb.  Nay,  Em  fure  there’s  more  in  this.  Blefs 
me,  you  look  pale !  I  cou’dn’t  bear  to  fee  you 
ill,  or  uneafy,  Wilford. 

Wilf. 
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Wilf.  Cou’dn’t  you,  Barbara  ?  Well,  well,  I 
fliall  be  better  prefently.  ’Tis  nothing  of  import. 
Barb .  Trull  me,  I  hope  not. 

Wilf.  Well,  queltion  me  no  more  on’t  now* 
I  befeech  you,  Barbara. 

Barb .  Believe  me,  I  would  not  queflion  you 
but  to  confole  you,  Wilford,  I  would  fcorn  to 
pry  into  any  one’s  grief ;  much  more  your’s^  Wil¬ 
ford,  to  facisfy  a  bufy  curiofity.  Though,  I  am 
told,  there  are  fuch  in  the  world  who  would. 

Wilf.  I — —I  am  afraicj  there  are,  Barbara. 
But  come,  no  more  of  this.  ’Tis  a  palling  cloud 
on  my  fpirits,  and  will  foon  blow  over. 

Barb .  Ah  !  could  I  govern  your  fortunes,  foul 
weather  fliould  ne’er  harm  you. 

Wilf.  Should  not  it,  fweet !  Kifs  me.  (Kijfes 
her.)  The  lips  of  a  wo  naan  are  a  fovereign  cor¬ 
dial  for  melancholy. 

DUETT. 

Wilford  and  Barbara. 

Wilf.  Sweet  Jittle  Barbara,  when  you  are  advancing, 

Sweet  little  Barbara,  my  cares  you  remove  ; 

Barb.  Poor  little  Barbara  can  feel  her  heart  dancing. 

When  little  Barbara  is  met  by  her  love. 

Wilf.  When  I  am  grieved,  love  !  oh,  what  would  you  fay  ? 
Barb .  Tattle  to  you,  love, 

And  prattle  to  you,  love, 

And  laugh  your  grief  and  care  away. 

Wiif  Sweet  little  Barbara,  &C. 

J8arb„  Poor  little  Barbara,  &c. 

_ _ _ 
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Wif.  Yet,  deareft  Barbara,  look  all  through  the  nation, 
Care,  Toon  or  late,  my  love,  is  ev’ry  man’s  lot. 
Barb.  Sorrow  and  melancholy,  grief  and  vexation. 
When  we  are  young  and  jolly,  foon  is  forgot. 
Wilf  When  vve  grow  old,  love  !  then  what  will  you  lay  i 

Barb,  Tattle  to  you,  love. 


And  prattle  to  you,  love, 


And  laugh  your  grief  and  care  away. 


Wilf. 
Barb » 


Sweet  little  Barbara,  &c. 
Poor  little  Barbara,  & c. 
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ACT  II. 


SCENE  l  .—The  New  For  eft. 

Enter  Armstrong  and  Orson, 
Armstrong. 

Go  to — I  tell  thee,  Orfon,  (as  I  have  told 
thee  more  than  once)  thou  art  too  fanguinary. 

Or/. — And,  I  tell  you.  Captain  Armftrong — but 
always  under  favour,  you  being  our  leader— you 
are  too  humane. 

Arm, — Humanity  isfcarcely  counted  a  fault:  if 
fo,  his  a  fault  on  the  right  fide. 

Orf. — Umph !  perhaps  not  with  us.  We  are 
robbers. 

Arm . — ►And  why  fhould  robbers  lack  human¬ 
ity  ?  They  who  plunder  mod  refpedt  it  as  a  virtue, 
and  make  a  fhew  on’t  to  guild  their  vices.  Law^ 

yers,  Phyficians,  Placemen,  all - -all  plunder 

and  flay,  but  all  pretend  to  humanity. 

Orf. — They  are  Regulars,  and  plunder  bylicence. 

Arm. — Then  let  us  Quacks  fet  the  regulars  a 
better  example. 

Orf. — This  humanity.  Captain,  is  a  high  horfe 
you  are  ever  beftride  upon.  Some  day,  mark 
my  word,  he’ll  fling  you. 
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Arm. — Cruelty  is  a  more  dangerous  bead:— 
When  the  rider's  thrown,  his  brains  are  kick’d 

out,  and  no  one  pities  him. 

Or/.—. Like  enough  ; — but  your  tough  horfe- 
man,  who  ventures  boldly,  is  never  difmounted. 
When  I  am  engaged  in  a  defperate  chace,  (as  we 
are,  Captain,)  I  flick  at  nothing.  I  hate  milk  fops. 

Arm. — And  love  mutiny.  Take  heed,  Orfon, 
I  have  before  caution’d  you  not  to  glance  at  me. 

Or/. — I  fay  nothing:  but  if  fome.efcape  to  in¬ 
form  againfl  us,  whom  we  have  rob’d,  ’tis  none 
of  my  fault.  Dead  men  tell  no  tales. 

Arm. — Wretch!  Speak  that  again,  and  you 
fhall  tell  none,  {bolds  a  carbine  to  his  head.') 

Or/. — Flafh  away  ! — I  don’t  fear  death. 

Arm. — More  fhame  for  thee;  for  thou  art  unfit 
to  meet  it. 

Or/ — I  know  my  trade.  I  fet  powder,  ball, 
and  rope,  at  defiance. 

Arm . — Brute!  You  miflake  headflrong  infen- 
fibility  for  courage.  Do  not  rniftake  my  horror  of 
it  for  cowardice:  fori,  who  Ihudder  at  cruelty, 
will  fell  your  boldnefs  to  the  earth,  when  I  lee  you 
pradlice  it.  Submit. 

Or/ — I  do.  I  know  not  what  ’tis,  but  I  have 
told  you,  often,  there  is  fomething  about  you 
awes  me.  1  cannot  tell— —I  could  kill  twenty  to 
your  one. 

Arm.— There  ’tis. - Thou  wouldft  dart  upon 

the  weak  unguarded  man,  like  a  tyger.  A  ferocious 

i  animal. 
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animal,  whether  crawling  or  eredt,  ever  (links  from 
fair  oppofition. 

Or f. — -My  courage  was  never  yet  doubted.  Cap* 
tain. 

Arm . — Your  nerves,  foal.  Thou  art  a  mere 
machine.  Could  I  but  give  it  motion,  I  would 
take  an  oak  from  the  foreft,  here,  clap  a  flint  into 
it  for  heart,  and  make  as  bold  a  fellow  as  thou  art, 
Liften  to  my  orders, 

Orf. — I  obey, 

Arm.—Qz t  thee  to  our  den.  Put  on  thy  dif  > 
giiife — then  hie  thee  to  the  market  town  for  pro¬ 
vision,  for  our  company.  Here - Here  is  part 

of  the  fpoil  we  took  yeder-night :  fee  you  bring 
an  honed  account  of  what  you  lay  out.  ( giving 
money ) 

Orf,  My  nonour  f« - 

Arm,  Well,  I  do  not  doubt  thee,  here.  Our 
profefiion  is  Angular;  it’s  followers  do  not  cheat 
one  another.  You  will  not  be  back  till  dufk.  See 
you  fall  not  on  any  poor  draggling  peafant,  as  you 
return. 

Orf.  I  would  feign  encounter  the  folitary  man, 
who  is  fometimes  wandering  by  night  about  the 
fored.  He  is  rich. 

Arm.  Not  for  your  life.  *Tis  Sir  Edward 
Mortimer,  the  head  keeper.  Touch  him  not ; 
?tis  too  near  home.  Befides,  he  is  no  objedt  for 
plunder.  T  have  watch’d  him,  at  midnight,  deal¬ 
ing  from  his  lodge,  to  wander  like  one  crazed. 


41 


A  PLAY. 

He  is  good,  too,  to  the  poor ;  and  fhould  walk 
unmolefted  by  Charity’s  charter.  ’Twere  pity  that 
he  who  adminifters  to  necefiity,  all  day,  fhould  be 
rifled  by  neceflity  at  night.  An  thou  fhouldft 
meet  him,  I  charge  thee  fpare  him. 

Orf.  I  muft,  if  it  be  your  order.  This  fparing 
doftrine  will  go  nigh,  at  laft,  to  ftarve  all  the 
thieves.  When  a  man  takes  to  the  trade  of  a  wolf, 
hr  fhould  not  go  like  a  lamb  to  his  bufinefs.  ( Exit . 

Arm .  This  fellow  is  a  downright  villain  :  Har¬ 
den’d  and  relentlefs.  I  have  felt,  in  my  penury, 
the  world  trample  on  me.  It  has  driven  me  to 
take  that,  defperately,  which  wanting  I  fhould 
ftarve.  Death !  my  fpirit  cannot  brook  to  fee  a 
fteek  knave  walk  negligently  by  his  fellow  in  mi- 
fery,  and  fuffer  him  to  rot.  I  will  wrench  that 
comfort  from  him  which  he  will  not  beftow.— But 
nature  puts  a  bar : — Let  him  adminifter  to  my 
wants,  and  pafs  on : — I  have  done  with  him, 

SONG. 

Armftrong . 

When  the  Robber  his  vidtim  has  noted, 

When  the  Free-booter  darts  on  his  prey, 

Let  Humanity  ipare  the  devoted ; 

Let  Mercy  forbid  him  to  Hay. 

Since  my  hope  is.  by  penury  blighted, 

My  fword  muft  the  traveller  daunt ; 

I  will  fnatch  from  the  rich  man,  benighted. 

The  gold  he  denies  to  my  want. 


But. 
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But  thevi&im  when,  once,  I  have  noted, 

At  ray  foot,  when  I  look  on  my  prey, 

Let  Humanity  fpare  the  devoted ; 

Let  Mercy  forbid  me  to  Hay. 

SCENE  II,  T he  Hall  in  Sir  Edward  Morti¬ 
mer's  Lodge. 

Enter  Fitzharding. 

Fitz .  Well,  bufinefs  mu  ft  be  minded  : — but  he 
ftays 

A  tedious  time,  methinks.— You  fellow  ! 

(To  a  Jervant  crojjing  the  hall. 

Ser.  Sir ! 

Fitz ,  Where  is  Sir  Triftful  l  Where’s  Don  Me¬ 
lancholy  ? 

Serv.  Who,  fir  ? 

Fitz *  My  brother,  knave.  Sir  Edward  Mor¬ 
timer, 

Serv.  He  was  with  you,  but  now,  fir 
Fitz.  Sir,  I  thank  you ; — 

That’s  information.  Louts,  and  ferving-men, 
Can  never  parley  ftraight.  I  met  a  fellow. 

Here,  on  my  way  acrofs  the  heath, — a  Hind— 
And  alk’d  how  far  to  Lymington  :  I  look’d 
The  anfwer  would  have  bolted  from  his  chops. 
Bounce,  like  a  pellet  from  a  popgun. — No:— 
He  ftared,  and  fcratch’d  his  empty  head,  and  cried, 

“  Where  do  you  come  from  r'C - Who  brought 

in  my  luggage  ? 

Serv.  It  was  not  I,  fir. 


Fitz . 
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Fitz.  There  ! — They  never  can ! 

Go  to  your  matter  ;  pray  him  to  defpatch 
His  houfhold  work  : — tell  him  I  hate  fat  Folios* 
Plague  !  when  I  crofs  the  country,  here*  to  fee 
him. 

He  leaves  me  ram’d  into  an  elbow  chair. 

With  a  huge,  heavy  book,  that  makes  me  nod. 
Then  tumbles  on  my  toes.  Tell  him,  do’ft  hear. 
Captain  Fitzharding’s  company  has  tired  me. 

Serv.  Who’s  company  ? — — 

Fitz.  My  own,  knave. 

Serv .  Sir,  I  fhall.  ( Exit . 

Fitz.  A  book  to  me’s  a  fovereign  Narcotick  ; 

A  lump  of  opium ;  every  line  a  defe. 

Edward  is  all  deep  reading,  and  black  letter; 

He  fhews  it  in  his  very  chin.  He  fpeaks 
Mere  Dictionary  ;  and  he  pores  on  pages 
That  give  plain  men  the  head-ach.  cc  Scarce, 
and  curious,”  ' 

Are  baits  his  learning  nibbles  at.  His  brain 
Is  cram’d  with  mouldy  volumes,  cramp,  and  life-*' 
lefs. 

Like  a  librarian’s  lumber-room. — Poor  fellow  1 
Grief  will  do  much  ! — well !  fome  it  drives  to 
reading, 

And  fbme  to  drinking: — ’twill  do  much  ! — this 
trial— 7- 

A  fool  to  fret  fo  for’t  1  his  honour’s  clear. 

Tur !  I’m  a  foldier — know  what  honour  is. 

Had  I  been  Hander’d,  and  a  fair  Court  martial 

G  2  Cleanfed 


44 


THE  IRON  CHEST; 


Cleanfed  me  from  calumny,  as  white  as  fnow, 

I  had  ne’er  moped,  and  fumed,  and  winced,  and 
kick’d. 

But  fat  down  heart-whole.  Plague  upon’t  i  this 
houfe 

Appears  the  very  cave  of  melancholy. 

Nay,  hold,  I  lie  here  comes  a  petticoat. 

Enter  Blanch . 

Od !  a  rare  wench  !  This  is  the  bed  edition 
In  Edward’s  whole  collection.  Here,  come  hither  ! 
Let  me  perufe  yo«9 

Blanch .  Would  you  fpeak  with  me.  Sir  ? 

Fitz,  Aye,  child.  I’m  going  now  to  read  you* 
Blanch .  Read  me  ! 

You’ll  find  me  full  of errors,  fir. 

Fitz ,  No  matter. 

Come  nearer,  child :  I  cannot  fee  to  read 
At  fuch  a  diftance, 

Blanch .  You  had  better,  fir. 

Put  on  your  fpe&acles. 

Fitz.  Aye,  there  fhe  has  me  i 
A  plague  upon  old  Time  !  old  feythe  and  hour* 
glafs 

Has  fet  his  mark  upon  me.  Harkye,  child  : 

You  do  not  know  me.  You  and  I  mult  have 
Better  acquaintance. 

Blanch .  O,  I’ve  heard  of  you. 

You  are  Sir  Edward’s  kinfman.  Sir — his  brother. 
Fitz.  Aye— his  half  brother — by  the  mother’s 
fide— 
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His  elder  brother. 

Blanch.  Yes,  Sir,  I  fee  that. 

Fitz.  This  gyp  fey’s  tongue  is  like  her  eye  :  I 
know  not 

Which  is  the  fharpeft.  Tell  me  what’s  your 
name. 

Blanch .  My  name  is  Blanch,  Sir — born,  here, 
in  the  foreft. 

Fitz.  Sbud !  I  mull  be  a  Keeper  in  this  foreft* 
Whither  art  going,  fweet  one  ? 

Blanch .  Home,  fir. 

Fitz.  Home ! 

Why  is  not  this  thy  home  ? 

Blanch.  No,  Sir ;  I  live 
Some  half  mile  hence — with  madam  Helen,  fir. 

I  brought  a  letter  from  her,  to  Sir  Edward. 

Fitz.  Odfo,  with  Helen  I — fo — with  her ! — the 
objedl 

Of  my  grave  brother’s  groaning  paftion.  Plague ! 
I  would  ’twere  in  the  houfe.  I  do  not  like 
Your  rheumatick,  October  afiignations. 

Under  an  elm,  by  moonlight.  This  will  end 
In  flannels  and  fciatica.  My  paftion 
Is  not  Arcadian.  Tell  me,  pretty  one. 

Shall  I  walk  with  you,  home  ? 

Blanch.  No,  Sir,  I  thank  you  j 
It  would  fatigue  you,  fadly. 

Fitz.  Fatigue  me  ! 

Oons  !  this  wild  foreft  filly,  here,  would  make  me 
Grandfather  to  Methufaleh.  Look  here— 

Here  is  a  purfe  of  money. 


Blanch . 
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Blanch . — O,  the  father ! 

What  will  you  give  me  any  ? 

Fitz.—G old  I  find 
The  univerfal  key ;  the  pajfe  par  tout . 

It  will  unlock  a  fore  ft  maiden’s  heart. 

As  eafy  as  a  politician’s.  Here; 

Here  are  two  pieces,  roie-bud.  Buy  a  top-knot ; 
Make  thyfelf  happy  with  them, 
j Blanch.  That  f  will. 

The  poor  old  woman,  northward  of  the  lodge. 
Lies  fick  in  bed.  I’ll  take  her  this,  poor  foul. 

To  comfort  her. 

Fitz.  Hold  !— hey  the  devil ! — hold. 

This  was  not  meant  to  comfort  an  old  woman. 
Blanch.  Why,  would ’nt  you  relieve  her.  Sir  r 
Fitz.  U  m  ? - y  e  s : — 

But — pfhaw!  pooh,  prithee — there’s  a  time  for 
all  things. 

Why  tell  me  of  her  now,— of  an  old  fool, — • 

Of  comforting  the  aged,  now  ? 

Blanch.  I  thought 

That  you  might  have  a  fellow  feeling,  Sir. 

Fitz.  This  little  paftoral  devil’s  laughing  at  me ! 
Oons !  come  and  kifs  me,  jade.  I  am  a  Soldier, 
And  Juftice  of  the  Peace. 

Blanch.  Then,  fhame  upon  you  ! 

Your  double  calling  might  have  taught  you  better. 
I  fee  your  drift  now.  Take  your  dirt  again, 

(throws  down  the  money.) 

Good  Captain- j  uftice  ! — Stoop  for  it, — and  thinks 

How 
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How  an  old  Soldier,  and  a  Tudice,  looks. 

When  he  is  picking  up  the  bribes  he  offers. 

To  injure  thofe  he  fhould  protect  j — the  helplefs. 
The  poor,  and  innocent.  Exit* 

Fitz.  I  warrant  me. 

Could  I  but  fee  my  face,  now,  in  a  glafs. 

That  I  look  wond’rous  fheepifh.  I’m  alhamed 
To  pick  up  the  two  pieces. — Let  them  lye. — 

I  would  not  wrong  the  innocent ; — good  reafon  ; — * 
There  be  fo  few  that  are  fo : — fhe  is  honed  j 
I  muft  make  reparation.  Odlo  !  Wilford  ! 

Enter  Wilford* 

How  fares  it,  boy  ? 

Wilf.  I  thank  you,  fir.  I  hope  you  have  en- 
joy’d 

Your  health,  thefe  three  months  pad,  fmee  lad 
you  honour’d  us 

With  your  good  prefence  at  the  lodge. 

Fitz .  Indifferent. 

Some  cramps  and  fhooting  pains,  boy.  I  have 
dropt 

Some  cadi  here,  but  I  am  afraid  to  bend 
To  pick  it  up  again,  lead  it  fhould  give  me 
An  aukward  twinge.  Stoop  for  it,  honed  Wilford, 
There’s  a  good  lad  ! 

Wilf.  Right  willingly,  Sir.  (Pic  fa  up  the  money.) 
Fitz.  So ! 

The  Soldier  and  the  Judice  fave  their  blufhes. — 
Now,  carry  it,  I  prithee,  at  your  leifure, 
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To  an  old  goffip,  near  the  lodge  here— north¬ 
ward — • 

I've  heard  of  her — (he’s  bed-ridden,  and  fick. 
You  need  not  fay  who  fent  you. 

JVilf.  I  conceive. 

'Tis  private  bounty ;  that's  true  charity. 

Fitz.  Nay,  pifh  ! — my  charity  !— * 

Wilf.  Nay,  I  could  fwear 
*Tis  not  the  fir  ft  time  you  have  offered  this 
In  fecret. 

Fitz .  Um  ! — why  no  ; — not  quite  the  firft. 
But  tell  me,  lad,  how  jogs  the  world  here,  eh? 
In  Rueful  Caftle  ? — What,  fome  three  months  back. 
We  two  were  cronies.  What  haft  thou  forgot  ? 
Thou  wert  my  favourite  here,  man. 

JVilf.  Sir,  you  honoured  me 
By  faying  fo. 

Fitz .  Tut !  honour'd  ! — tut — a  fig  ! 

Thou  art  g^own  ftarch  and  fad.  This  air  is  catch¬ 
ing  ; 

Thou  art  infeded.  Harkye,  Wilford,  harkye  ! 
Thou’rt  a  fty  rogue  1  What  you  could  never  tell 
me 

Of  Helen's  waiting  maid ;  the  little  cherry  ; — 
Of-—-  plague  upon  her  name  1 — of— 

Wilf ;  Blanch,  Sir? 

Fitz.  Blanch : 

That's  it; — the  foreft  fairy. — You  and  I 
Muft  have  fome  talk  about  her. 

JVilf.  Have  you  feen  her  ? 

Fkz. 
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Fitz.  Juft  now:  juft  gone.  Od !  I  have 
blunder’d  horribly ! 

You  muft  know,  lad— — come  hither. 

(They  retire  to  the  hack  of  the  fcene,') 

Enter  Sir  Edward  Mortimer. 

Mort.  Now  for  my  brother,  and — Ha !  Wil- 
ford  with  him ! 

That  imp  is  made  my  fcourge.  They  whifper  too. 
O!  I  had  rather  court  the  thunder-bolt. 

To  melt  my  bones,  and  pound  me  to  a  mafs. 
Than  fuffer  this  vile  canker  to  corrode  me. 
Wilford  ! 

Wilf  Who  calls  ? — eh  ! — ’tis  fir  Edward. 

Fitz .  Mum ! 

Mort .  I  feem  to  interrupt  you. 

Wilf.  ( earneftly .)  No,  indeed. 

No,  on  my  life,  fir:— we  were  only  talking 
Of - 

Fitz .  Hold  your  tongue.  Oons !  boy,  you 
muft  not  tell. 

Mort .  Not ! 

Fitz .  Not !  not  to  be  fure  : — why,  ’tis  a  fe- 
cret.  [  f  - 

Wilf .  You  fhall  know  all,  fir.— a  trifle — - 
nothing — 

In  faith  you  fhall  know  all. 

Fitz .  In  faith  you  lie. 

Be  fatisfied,  good  Edward  ’cis  a  toy. — 

H  But 
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But,  of  all  men,  I  would  not  have  thee  know  on't. 
It  is  a  tender  fubjedt. 

Mort .  Aye,  indeed  ! 

Fitz.  May  not  I  have  my  fecret  ?  Oons  l 
good  brother. 

What  would  you  lay,  now,  fhould  a  meddling 
knave 

Bufy  his  brains  with  matters,  though  but  trivial. 
Which  concern  you  alone  ? 

Mort .  I’d  have  him  rot : 

Die  piecemeal ;  pine  $  moulder  in  mifery. 

Agent,  and  facrifice  to  Heaven's  wrath. 

When  caftigating  plagues  are  hurl'd  on  man. 
Stands  lean,  and  lynx-eyed  Curiofity, 

Watching  his  neighbour's  foul.  Sleeplefs  himfelf 
To  banifh  deep  from  others.  Like  a  Leech 
Sucking  the  blood-drops  from  a  care-worn  heart. 
He  gorges  on't — then  renders  up  his  food. 

To  nourifh  Calumny,  his  foul-lung'd  mate, 

"Who  carries  Rumour's  trumpet ;  and  whofe  breath, 
Infedting  the  wide  furface  of  the  world, 

Strikes  peftilence  and  blight.  O,  fie  ont !  fie  ! 
Whip  me  the  curious  wretch  from  pole  to  pole  ! 
Who  writhes  in  fire,  and  fcorches  all  around  him, 
A  vidlim,  making  vidlims  1 

&J*  »V  — 

Fitz .  By  the  mafs, 

'Twere  a  found  whipping  that,  from  pole  to  pole  l 
From  conflable  to  conftable  might  ferve. 

E’en  you  yourfelf  were  like  to  prove,  but  now. 

This 
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This  Leech,  that’s  yoke-fellow,  you  fay,  to  Scan¬ 
dal, 

The  bad- breath’d  trumpeter. 

Mort,  Your  pardon,  brother; 

1  had  forgot.  Wilford,  I’ve  bufinefs  for  you. 
Wait  for  me — aye — an  hour  after  dinner. 

Wait  for  me  in  the  library. 

Hrilf  Tne  library  ! - 

I  ficken  at  the  found.  ( aftde .)  Wait  there  for  you— 
and — 

Captain  Fitzharding,  fir  ? 

Mort,  For  me,  alone. 

IVilf,  Alone,  fir ! 

Mort .  Yes, — begone. 

Wilf,  I  fhall,  fir — but. 

If  I  have  ever  breath’d  a  fyllable 
That  might  difpleafe  you  may— — 

Mort .  Fool !  breathe  no  more. 

IVilf  I’m  dumb. 

I’d  rather  Hep  into  a  Lion’s  den 

) 

Than  meet  him  in  the  library  ! — I  go,  Sir.  Exit . 
Fitz .  Brother,  you  are  too  harfh  with  that  poor 
boy. 

Mort ,  Brother,  a  man  mu  ft  rule  his  family 
In  his  own  way. 

Fitz .  Well,  well,  well — Don’t  be  touchy. 

I  fpeak  not  to  offend :  I  only  fpeak 

On  a  friend’s  privilege.  The  poor  are  men. 

And  have  their  feelings,  brother. 

Mort .  So  have  I ! 
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Fitz.  One  of  the  beft  that  we  can  ftiew,  believe 
me, 

Is  mildnefs  to  a  fervant.  Servants,  brother. 

Are  born  with  fortune’s  yoke  about  their  necks  j 
And  that  is  galling  in  itfelf  enough  ; 

We  fhould  not  goad  them  under  it.  The  matter 
Should  rather  cheer  them  in  their  fervitude. 

With  kindly  words — not  too  familiar  neither ; 

But  utter’d  with  that  air  which  true  benevolence 
Imparts  to  dignified  nobility. 

Mort.  Brother,  your  hand.  You  have  a  gen¬ 
tle  nature — 

May  no  mifchance  e’er  ruffle  it,  my  brother  l 
I’ve  known  thee  from  my  infancy,  old  foldier; 
And  never  did  I  know — I  do  not  flatter — 

A  heart  more  ftout,  more  cafed  with  hardy  man¬ 
hood. 

More  full  of  milk  within.  Truft  me,  dear  friend. 

If  admiration  of  thy  charity 

May  argue  charity  in  the  admirer, 

I  am  not  deftitute. 

Fitz .  You  ! — I  have  feen  vou 

* 

Sometimes  o’erflow  with  it. 

Mort.  And  what  avails  it  ? 

Honour  has  been  my  theme ;  good  will  to  man 
My  ftudy.  1  have  labour’d  for  a  name 
As  white  as  mountain  fnow ;  dazzling,  and  fpeck- 
lefs : 

Shame  on’t !  ’tis  blur’d  with  blots !  Fate,  like  a 
mildew, 
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Ruins  the  virtuous  harveft  I  would  reap* 

And  all  my  crop  is  weeds. 

Fitz.  Why,  how  now,  brother! 

This  is  all  fpleen.  You  mope  yourfelf  too  much, 
In  this  dull  foreft,  here.  Twenty  blue  devils 
Are  dancing  jigs,  and  hornpipes,  in  your  brains. 
Fie,  fie !  be  more  a  man. 

Mort.  Well,  I  have  done. 

Fitz .  Come,  what’s  for  dinner?  Od  !  I  mean 
to  eat 

Abundantly. 

Mort .  I  know  not,  brother.  Honefi:  Winter- 
ton 

Will  tell  you  all. 

Fitz.  What  he  !  old  Adam  !  he  ! 

My  merry  buck  of  Paradife  - Odfo  ! 

I  have  not  feen  him.  Well,  he  ftiall  produce 
A  flaggon  of  the  befl ;  and,  after  dinner. 

We  will  be  jovial.  Come,  come,  roufe  you,  man  i 
I  came  on  purpofe,  thirty  miles  from  home. 

To  jog  your  fpirits.  Prithee,  now,  be  gay! 

And,  prithee,  too,  be  kind  to  my  young  favourite  1 
To  Wilford  there. 

Mort.  Well,  well;  I  hope  I  have  been. 

Fitz.  No  doubt,  in  adlions: — but  in  words, 
and  looks. — 

A  rugged  look’s  a  damper  to  a  greenhorn. 

I  watch’d  him,  now,  when  you  frown’d  angerjy  ; 
And  he  betray’d  — — 

Mort.  Betray’d ! 

Fitz .  Ten  thousand  fears. 
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Mori .  Oh ! 

Fitz .  The  poor  devil  couldn’t  drew  more  feared 
Had  you  e’en  held  a  pidol  to  his  head. 

( Mortimer  Jlarts .) 

Why  hey-day  !  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Mort.  Brother  I  - - 

Quedion  me  not ;  my  nerves  are  afpin-like ; 

The  flighted  breath  will  fhake  ’em.  Come,  good 
brother. 

Fitz .  You’ll  promife  to  be  gay  ? 

Mori.  I’ll  do  my  bed. 

Fitz.  Why  that’s  well  faid  !  A  man  can  do  no 
more. 

Od  1  I  believe  my  rattling  talk  has  given  you 
A  dir  already. 

Mori.  That  it  has  indeed  ! 

Come,  brother ! 

Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.  Helen’s  Cottage. 

Enter  Helen  and  Samjon • 

Helen;  Are  you  he  that  wifh  to  enter  in  my  fer- 
vice  ? 

SamJ.  Yes,  fo  pleafe  you.  Madam  Helen,  for 
want  of  a  better. 

Helen.  Why,  I  have  feen  you  in  the  fored — at 
Rawbold’s  cottage.  He  is  your  father,  as  I  think, 
SamJ.  Yes,  fo  pleafe  you.  Madam  5  for  want 
of  a  better. 

Helen . 


/ 


A  PLAY. 


-  55 


Helen .  I  fear  me  you  may  well  fay  that.  Your 
father,  as  I  have  heard,  bears  an  ill  name,  in  the 
foreft. 

Sam/.  Alas  1  madam,  he  is  obliged  to  bear  it 
— for  want  of  a  better.  We  are  all  famifo’d,  ma¬ 
dam:  and  the  naked  and  hungry  have  feldom 
many  friends  to  fpeak  well  of  them. 

Helen.  If  I  foould  hire  thee,  who  will  give 
thee  a  character  ? 

Samf.  My  father,  madarru 

Helen.  Why  firrah,  he  has  none  of  his  own. 

Samf.  The  more  fatherly  in  him,  inadam,  to 
give  his  fon  what  he  has  need  of,  for  himfelf.  But 
a  knave  is  often  applied  to,  to  vouch  for  a  good 
iervant’s  honefty.  I  will  lerve  you  as  faithfully  as 
your  laft  footman ;  who,  I  have  heard,  ran  away 
this  morning. 

Helen.  Truly,  he  did  fo. 

Samf.  I  was  told  on*t,  fome  half  hour  ago  ;  and 
ran,  hungrily,  hither,  to  offer  myfelf.  So,  pleafe 
you,  let  not  poverty  (land  in  the  way  of  my  pre¬ 
ferment. 

Helen.  Should  I  entertain  you,  what  could  you 
do  to  make  yourfelf  ufeful  ? 

Samf.  Any  thing.  I  can  wire  hares,  fnare 
partridges,  fooot  a  buck,  and  fmuggle  brandy, 
for  you,  madam. 

Helen.  Fie  on  you,  knave!  ’Twere  fitter  to 
turn  you  over  to  the  Verderors  of  the  foreft,  for 

puni  foment. 
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P  uni  foment,  than  to  encourage  you  in  fuch  prac¬ 
tices. 

Sam/.  I  would  pra&ice  any  thing  better,  that 
might  get  me  bread.  I  would  fcrape  trenchers, 
fill  buckets,  and  carry  a  mefTage,  What  can  a 
man  do  1  He  can’t  flarve. 

Helen .  Well,  firrah,  to  fnatch  thee  from  evil, 
I  care  not  if  I  make  trial  of  thee  ? 

Sam/  No  !  will  you  ? 

Helen .  Nineteen  in  twenty  might  queftion  my 
prudence  for  this but,  whatever  lofs  I  may  fuf- 
fer  from  thy  roguery,  the  thought  of  having  open’d 
a  path  to  lead  a  needy  wanderer  back  to  virtue 
will  more  than  repay  me. 

Sam/  O,  blefs  you,  lady  !  If  I  do  not  prove 
virtuous  never  truft  in  man  more.  I  am  overjoy’dl 
Helen.  Get  thee  to  the  kitchen.  You  will  find 
a  livery  there  will  fuit  you. 

Sam/.  A  livery  1  O,  the  father  !  Virtuous  and 
a  livery,  all  in  a  few  feconds  I  Heaven  blefs  you  I 
Helen.  Well,  get  you  to  your  work. 

Sam/  I  go,  madam.  If  I  break  any  thing  to 
day,  befeech  you  let  it  go  for  nothing ;  for  joy 
makes  my  hand  tremble.  Should  you  want  me 
pleafe  to  cry  Samfon,  and  I  am  with  you  in  a 
twinkling.  Heaven  blefs  you  !  Here’s  fortune  ! 

"  ( Exit. 

Helen .  Blanch  flays  a  tedious  time.  Heaven 

fend  Mortimer’s  health  be  not  worfe  1  He  is  fadlv 

* 

altered  fmee  we  came  to  the  foreft.  I  dream’d  laft 
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nfght,  of  the  fire  he  faved  me  from *  and  I  faw 
him, all  frelh,  in  manly  bloom,  bearing  me  through 
the  flames,  even  as  it  once  happened. 

Enter  Blanch* 

Helen.  How  now  wench !  Y ou  have  almoft 

tired  my  patience. 

Blanch.  And  my  own  legs,  madam.  If  the 
old  footman  had  not  made  fo  much  ufe  of  his,  by 
running  away,  they  might  have  fpared  mine. 

Helen.  Inform  me  of  Sir  Edward  Mortimer. 
Haft  feen  him  ? 

Blanch.  Yes,  I  have,  madam-. 

Helen.  Say ;  tell  me  ; 

How  look’d  he?  how’s  his  health  ?  is  he  in  fpirits  ? 
What  faid  he,  Blanch  ?  W  ill  he  be  here  to  day  ? 
Blanch.  .  A  little  breath,  madam,  and  I  will  an- 
fwer  all,  duly. 

Helen.  O  !  fie  upon  thee,  wench  ! 

Thefe  interrogatories  fhould  be  anfwered 
Quicker  than  breath  can  utter  them. 

Blanch.  That’s  irnpoflible,  lady. 

Helen.  Thou  would’ft  not  fay  fo  hadft  thou  ever 
lov’d. 

Love  has  a  fleeter  meflenger  than  fpeech, 

To  tell  love’s  meaning.  His  exprefles  poft 
Upon  the  orbs  of  vifion,  ere  the  tongue 
Can  fhape  them  into  words.  A  lover’s  look 
Is  his  heart’s  Mercury.  O  !  the  Eye’s  eloquence, 

I  T  win- 
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Twin-born  with  thought,  outftrips  the  tardy  voice. 
Far  fwifter  than  the  nimble  lightning’s  fiafh 
The  fluggifh  thunder-peal  that  follows  it. 

Blanch .  I  am  not  fkill’d  in  eye-talking,  madam. 
I  have  been  ufed  to  let  my  difcourfe  ride  upon  my 
tongue,  and,  I  have  been  told,  ’twill  trot  at  a  good 
round  pace  upon  occafion. 

HeL  Then  let  it  gallop,  now/  befeech  you, 
wench, 

And  bring  me  news  of  Mortimer. 

Blanch .  1  hen,  madam,  1  faw  Sir  Edward  in  his 
library  :  and  deliver’d  your  letter.  He  will  be 
here  either  in  the  evening,  or  on  the  morrow :  his 
uncertain  which — for  his  brother,  Captain  Fitz- 
harding,  is  arrived  on  a  vifit  to  him. 

HeL  Is  he  ? — well,  that  may  fomewhat  raife 
his  fpirits. 

That  foldier  has  a  pleafant,  harmlefs  mind. 

Mirth  gilds  his  age,  and  fits  upon  his  brow 
Like  fun  in  winter.  1  ne’er  faw  a  man 
More  cheerful  in  decline,  more  laughter- loving. 
More  gay,  and  frolickfome. 

Blan.  Frolickfome  enough,  if  you  knew  all— 
but  not  fo  harmlefs.  ( afide ) 

HeL  He’ll  fcarce  be  here  to  night. 

Blanch .  Who  ?  Sir  Edward  ?  Haply  not,  madam : 
but  his  letter  may  chance  to  fpecify  further  parti¬ 
culars. 

HeL  His  letter !  Has  he  written  ?— rfie  upon 
thee  ! 
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Wny  didft  not  give  it  me,  at  once  ?  Where  is  it? 
T  hou  art  turn'd  dreamer,  wench ! — Come,  quickly* 

Blanch .  You  talk'd  to  me  fo  much  of  reading 
eyes,  madam,  that  I  e'en  forgot  the  letter.  Here 
it  is.  v 

Helen .  Come  to  me,  fhortly,  in  my  cabinet : 
I’ll  read  it  there. — I  am  almoft  unfit 
To  open  it.  I  ne’er  receive  his  letters 
But  my  hand  trembles.  Well,  I  know  ’tis  filly. 
And  ye:  I  cannot  help  it.  I  will  ring; 

Then  come  to  me  good  Blanch— not  yet.  My 
Mortimer, 

Now  for  your  letter !  {Exit. 

Blanch .  I  would  they  were  wedded  once,  and 
all  this  trembling  would  be  over.  I  am  told, 
your  married  lady's  feelings  are  little  roufed  in 
reading  letters  from  a  hufband. 

Enter  Samson — drejl  in  a  Livery. 

Sam .  This  fudden  turn  of  fortune  might  puff 
fome  men  up  with  pride.  I  have  look’d  in  the 
glafs  already  : — and  if  ever  man  look’d  braver  in 
a  glafs  than  I,  1  know  nothing  of  finery. 

Blanch .  Hey  day  1  who  have  we  here  ? 

Sam.  Oh,  lord!  this  is  the  maid.— ~I  mean 
the  waiting-woman.  I  warrant  we  fhall  be  rare 
company,  in  a  long  winter’s  evening. 

Bianch.  Why,  who  arc  you  ? 

Sam.  I'm  your  fellow-ferrant : — the  new  comer, 
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The  1  aft  footman  caft  his  fkin  in  the  pantry  this 
morning,  and  I  have  crept  into  it. 

Blanch .  Why,  fure,  it  cannot  be  ! — Now  I  look 
upon  you  again,  you  are  Samfon  Rawbold — old 
Rawbold’s  fon,  of  the  foreft  here. 

Sam .  The  fame  ;  I  am  not  like  fome  upftarts ; 
When  I  am  profperous,  I  do  not  turn  my  back  on 
my  poor  relations. 

Blanch .  What,  has  my  lady  hired  thee? 

Sam.  She  has  taken  me,  like  a  pad  nag,  upon 
trial. 

Blanch .  I  fufpedl  you  will  play  her  a  jade’s  trick, 
and  Humble  in  your  probation.  You  have  been 
caught  tripping,  ere  now. 

Sam .  An  I  do  not  give  content  ’tis  none  of  my 
fault.  A  man’s  qualities  cannot  come  out  all  at 
once.  I  wifh  you  would  teach  me  a  little  how  to 
lay  a  cloth. 

Blanch.  You  are  well  qualified  for  your  office 
truly,  not  to  know  that. 

Sam/.  To  fay  truth,  we  had  little  pra&ice  that 
way  at  home.  We  Hood  not  upon  forms.  We 
had  fometimes  no  cloth  for  a  dinner. 

Blanch.  And,  fometimes,  no  dinner  for  a  cloth. 

Sam.  Juft  fo.  We  had  little  order  in  our  family. 

Blanch.  Well,  I  will  inflrudt  you, 

Sam.  That’s  kind.  I  wiil  be  grateful.  They 
tell  me  I  have  learnt  nothing  but  wickednefs  yet ; 
but  I  will  inflrud:  you  in  any  thing  I  know,  in 
return, 

Blanch . 
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Blanch.  There  I  have  no  mind  to  become  your 
fcholar.  But  be  fteady  in  your  fervice,  and  you 
may  outlive  your  beggary,  and  grow  into  refpedh 
Sam .  Nay,  an  riches  rain  upon  me,  refpeft  will 
grow  of  courfe.  I  never  knew  a  rich  man  yet  who 
wanted  followers  to  pull  off  their  caps  to  him. 

SONG. 

Samson. 

I. 

A  traveller  fiopt  at  a  widow’s  gate  5 
She  kept  an  Inn,  and  he  wanted  to  bait ;  — - 
But  the  landlady  flighted  her  gueft : 

For  when  Nature  was  making  an  ugly  race. 

She  certainly  moulded  this  traveller’s  face 
A*  a  fample  for  all  the  reft. 

II. 

The  chamber-maid’s  Tides  they  were  ready  to  crack. 

When  fhc  faw  his  queer  nofe,  and  the  hump  at  his  back 
A  hump  is’nt  handfome,  no  doubt, — 

And  though  ’tis  confefs'd,  that  the  prejudice  goes. 

Very  ftrongly,  in  favour  of  wearing  a  nofe. 

Yet  a  nofe  fnould’nt  look  like  a  fnout. 

III. 

A  bag  full  of  gold  on  the  table  he  laid - - 

*Thad  a  wond’rous  effedt  on  the  widow  and  maid  1 
And  they  quickly  grew  marvellous  civil. 

The  money  immediately  alter’d  the  cafe  ; 

They  were  charm’d  with  his  hump,  and  his  fnout,  and  his  facer 
Tho*  he  ft  ill  might  have  frighted  the  devil. 

IV. 

He  paid  like  a  prince — gave  the  widow  a  frnack— - 
Then  flop’d  on  his  horfe,  at  the  door,  like  a  fack  ; 

While  the  landlady,  touching  the  chink, 

Cried— 
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Ciiecf — <e  Sir^fhould  you  travel  this  country  again* 

I  heartily  hope  that  the  fweeteft  of  men 

‘c  Will  flop  at  the  widow’s  to  drink.**  Exeunt 

SCENE  IV*  The  Library. 
Wilford,  dif cover'd . 

Wilf.  I  would  Sir  Edward  were  come!  The 
dread  of  a  fearful  encounter  is,  often,  as  terrible 
as  the  encounter  itfclf.  Yet  my  encounters  with 
him,  of  late,  are  no  trifles.  Some  few  hours  back, 
in  this  very  room,  he  held  a  loaded  piftol  within 
an  inch  of  my  brains.  Well,  that  was  pafiion — he 
threw  it  from  him  on  the  inftant,  and — eh  !— 
He's  coming. — No.  The  old  wainfeot  cracks,  and 
frightens  me  out  of  my  wits:  and,  I  verily  be¬ 
lieve,  the  great  folio  dropt  on  my  head,  juft  now, 
from  the  fhel£  on  purpofe  to  encreafe  my  terrors. 

(Enter  Sir  Edward  Mortimer,  at  one  door  ef 
the  Library ,  which  he  locks  after  him .  Wilford 
turns  round  on  hearing  him  fhut  it.) 

Wilf  What's  that? — 'Tis  he  himfelf!  Mercy 
on  me  !  he  has  lock'd  the  door  ! — What  is  going 
to  become  of  me  ! 

Mort .  Wilford  !  - Is  no  one  in  thepi£bire-gallery  ? 

Wilf.  No - not  a  foul.  Sir - Not  a  human 

loul.— 

None  within  hearing,  if  I  were  to  bawl 
Ever  fo  loud. 

Mort . 
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Mo?  t.  Lock  yonder  door. 

Wilf  The  door.  Sir  ! 

Mort .  Do  as  1  bid  you. 

Wilf.  What,  Sir?  Lock— — {Mortimer  waves 
with  bis  band) 

I  Ihall,  Sir.  (going  to  the  door  and  locking  it ) 

His  face  has  little  anger  in  it,  neither: 

*Tis  rather  mark’d  with  forrow,  and  diftrefs. 

Mort  Wiiford  approach  me. — What  ami  to  fay 
For  aiming  at  your  life  1 — Do  you  not  fcorn  me, 
Defpife  me  for  it  ? 

Wilf.  I!  Oh,  Sir! - 

Mort ,  You  muft. 

For  I  am  fingled  from  the  herd  of  men, 

A  vile,  heart-broken  wretch  ! 

Wilf.  Indeed,  indeed.  Sir, 

You  deeply  wrong  yourfelf.  Your  equal’s  love. 
The  poor  man’s  prayer,  the  orphan’s  tear  of  gra¬ 
titude. 

All  follow  you  :■ — and  I ! — I  owe  you  all ! 

I  am  moft  bound  to  blefs  you. 

Mort .  Mark  me,  Wiiford. — 

I  know  the  value  of  the  orphan’s  tear, 

Thepoor  man’s  prayer,  refpedl  from  the  refpefted^ 
I  feel  to  merit  thefe,  and  to  obtain  them. 

Is  to  tafte  here,  below,  that  thrilling  cordial 
Which  the  remunerating  Angel  draws. 

From  the  eternal  fountain  of  delight. 

To  pour  on  blelfed  fouls,  that  enter  heaven. 


I  feel 
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I  feel  this : — I ! — How  muft  my  nature,  then. 
Revolt  at  him  who  feeks  to  (lain  his  hand. 

In  human  blood  ?— and  yet  it  feems,  this  day, 

I  fought  your  life. — O  !  I  have  fuffer’d  madnefs — 
None  know  my  tortures — pangs  l — but  I  can  end 
them : 

End  them  as  far  as  appertains  to  thee. — 

I  have  refolv’d  it.*— Hell-born  ftruggles  tear  me  ! 
But  I  have  ponder’d  on’t, — and  I  muft  trufl  thee. 

Wilf.  Your  confidence  fhall  not  be - 

Mort.  You  muft  fwear. 

Wilf.  Swear,  Sir  ! — will  nothing  but  an  oath, 
then  — - — 

Mort.  Li  Ren. 

May  all  the  ills  that  wait  on  frail  humanity 
Be  doubled  on  your  head,  if  you  difclofe 
My  fatal  fecret !  May  your  body  turn 
Mofl  lazar-like,  and  loathfome ;  and  your  mind 
More  loathforne  than  your  body  !  May  thofe  fiends 
Who  flrangle  babes,  for  very  wantonnefis. 

Shrink  back,  and  fhudder  at  your  monftrous  crimes, 
And/fhrinking,  curfe  you!  Palfies  ftrike  your 
youth !  v 

And  the  fharp  terrors  of  a  guilty  mind 
Poifon  your  aged  days  ;  while  all  your  nights. 

As  ©n  the  earth  you  lay  your  houfelefs  head. 
Out-horror  horror  !  May  you  quit  the  world 
Abhor’d,  felf-hated,  hopelefs  for  the  next. 

Your  life  a  burthen,  and  your  death  a  fear  ! 

mif ; 


A  PLAY.  6$ 

Wilf.  For  mercy’s  fake,  forbear !  you  terrify 
me  ! 

Mort.  Hope  this  may  fall  upon  thee Swear 
thou  hoped  it. 

By  every  attribute  which  heaven,  earth,  hell. 

Can  lend,  to  bind,  and  drengthen  conjuration* 

If  thou  betray’d  me, 

Wilf.  Well  I  — - -  {befitating.) 

Mort .  No  retreating ! 

Wilf.  ( after  a  paufe.) 

I  fwear,  by  all  the  ties  that  bind  a  man. 

Divine,  or  human, — never  to  divulge  ! 

Mort.  Remember  you  have  fought  this  fecret  % 
—Yes, 

Extorted  it.  I  have  not  thrud  it  on  you, 

’Tis  big  with  danger  to  you  $  and  to  me. 

While  I  prepare  to  fpeak,  torment  unutterable. 

Know,  Wilford  that - damnation  ! 

Wilf.  Deared  Sir ! 

Colledt  yourfelf.  This  (hakes  you  horribly. 

You  had  this  trembling,  it  is  fcarce  a  week, 

At  Madam  Helen’s. 

Mort.  There  it  is. — Her  Uncle  ! 

Wilf.  Her  uncle ! 

Mort .  Him.  She  knows  it  not— None  know 

it — 

You  are  the  fird  ordained  to  hear  me  fay, 

I  am - his  murderer. 

Wilf.  O,  heaven ! 

Mort.  Hi§  affaffin. 

K  Wilf. 


/ 
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Wilf.  What  you  that — mur— the  murder— 
I  am  choak’d ! 

Mort .  Honour,  thou  blood-ftain’d  God !  at 
whofe  red  altar 

Sit  War  and  Homicide,  O,  to  what  madnefs 
Will  infult  drive  thy  votaries  !  By  heaven. 

In  the  world’s  range  there  does  not  breathe  a  man 
Whofe  brutal  nature  I  more  ftrove  to  foothe. 

With  long  forbearance,  kindnefs,  courtefy. 

Than  his  who  fell  by  me.  But  he  difgraced  me. 
Stain’d  me, — -oh,  death,  and  lhame  ! — the  world 
look’d  on,  ,  _■ 

And  faw  this  finewy  favage  ftrike  me  down  % 

Rain  blows  upon  me,  drag  me  to  and  fro, 

• 

On  the  bafe  earth,  like  carrion.  Defperacion, 

In  every  fibre  of  my  frame,  cried  vengeance  ! 

I  left  the  room,  which  he  had  quitted.  Chance, 
(Curfe  on  the  chance  1)  while  boiling  with  my 
wrongs, 

Thruft  me  againft  him,  darkling,  in  the  ftreet « 
I  ftab’d  him  to  the  heart : — and  my  opprefior 
Roll’d,  lifelefs,  at  my  foot. 

JVilf.  Oh  !  mercy  on  me  ! 

How  could  this  deed  be  cover’d ! 

Mort .  Would  you  think  it  ? 

E’en  at  the  moment  when  I  gave  the  blow. 
Butcher’d  a  fellow- creature  in  the  dark, 

1  had  all  good  mens  love.  But  my  difgrace. 

And  my  opponent’s  death,  thus  link’d  with  it. 
Demanded  notice  of  the  magiilracy. 


They 
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They  fummon’d  me,  as  friend  would  fummon  friend. 
To  a£ts  of  import,  and  communication. 

We  met:  and  ’twas  refolved,  to  difle  rumour. 

To  put  me  on  my  trial.  N  o  accufer, 

No  evidence  appeared,  to  urge  it  on  — 

*Twas  meant  to  clear  my  fame. — How  clear  it,  then? 
How  cover  it  ?  you  fay. — Why,  by  a  Lie 
G  uilt’s  offspring,  and  its  guard.  I  taught  this  bread, 
W  hich  Truth  once  made  her  throne,  to  forge  a  lie  I 
This  tongue  to  utter  it. — Rounded  a  tale. 

Smooth  as  a  Seraph’s  fongfrom  Satan’s  mouth ; 

S  o  well  compared,  that  the  o’er  throng’d  court 
Difturb’d  cool  juftice,  in  her  judgment-feat. 

By  ihouting  “  Innocence!”  ere  1  had  finifh’d. 
The  Court  enlarged  me  ;  and  the  giddy  rabble 
Bore  me,  in  triumph,  home.  Aye ! — look  upon 
me. — 

Lknow  thy  fight  aches  at  me. 

Wilf. Heaven  forgive  me  ! 

I  think  I  love  you  dil!  but  I  am  young j 
I  know  not  what  to  fay  -it  may  be  wrong.— =- 
Indeed  I  pity  you. 

Mort,  I  difdain  all  pity.— 

I  afk  no  confolation.  Idle  boy  ! 

Think  ft  thou  that  this  compulfive  confidence 
Was  given  to  move  thy  pity  ?— Love  of  fame 
(For  dill  I  cling  to  it)  has  urged  me,  thus. 

To  quafh  thy  curious  mifchief  in  it’s  birth. 

Hurt  honour,  in  an  evil,  curfed  hour. 

Drove  me  to  murder— lying  :—’c  would  again. 

K  a  My 
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My  honefty, — fweet  peace  of  mind,— all,  all ! 

Are  barter’d  for  a  name.  I  will  maintain  it. 
Should  flander  whifper  o’er  my  fepulchre. 

And  my  foul's  agency  furvive  in  death, 

I  could  embody  it  with  heaven’s  lightning. 

And  the  hot  fhaft  of  my  infulted  fpirit 
Should  ftrike  the  blafter  of  memory 
Dead  in  the  church-yard.  Boy,  I  would  not  kill 
thee : 

Thy  rafhnefs  and  difcernment  threaten’d  danger : 
To  check  them  there  was  no  way  left  but  this  : — 
Save  one — your  death ; — you  fhall  not  be  my  vi&irn. 
Wilf*  My  death  S  What  take  my  life  ? — My 
life !  to  prop 
This  empty  honour. 

Mort .  Empty  !  Groveling  fool ! 

Wilf  I  am  your  fervant.  Sir :  child  of  your 
bounty 3 

And  know  my  obligation.  I  have  been 
Too  curious,  haply  5  ’tis  the  fault  of  youth. 

I  ne’er  meant  injury:  if  it  would  ferve  you, 

I  would  lay  down  my  life  3  I’d  give  it  freely  : — 
Could  you,  then,  have  the  heart  to  rob  me  of  it  ? 
You  could  not  3 — (hould  not. 

Mort .  How  ! 

Wilf.  You  dare  not. 

Mort.  Dare  not ! 

Wilf.  Some  hours  ago  you  durfl  not.  Paflion 
moved  you  ; 

Reflexion  interpofed,  and  held  your  arm. 

But,  fliould  reflexion  prompt  you  to  attempt  it. 

My 
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My  innocence  would  give  me  flrength  to  druggie. 
And  wreft  the  murderous  weapon  from  your  hand,, 
How  would  you  look  to  find  a  peafant  boy 
Return  the  knife  you  level’d  at  his  heart ; 

And  afk  you  which  in  heaven  would  fhew  the  bed:, 
A  rich  man’s  honour,  or  a  poor  man’s  honefty  ? 
Mort .  ’Tis  plain  I  dare  not  take  your  life.  To 
fpare  it, 

I  have  endanger’d  mine.  But  dread  my  power; — - 
You  know  not  it’s  extent.  Be  warn’d  in  time: 
Trifle  not  with  my  feelings.  Liften,  Sirl 
Myriads  of  engines,  which  my  fecret  working 
Can  roufe  to  adtion,  now  encircle  you. 

I  fpeak  not  vaguely.  You  have  heard  my  princi¬ 
ple  i 

Have  heard,  already,  what  it  can  effect: 

Be  cautious  how  you  thwart  it.  Shun  my  brother* 
Your  ruin  hangs  upon  a  thread  :  Provoke  me. 
And  it  fhall  fall  upon  you.  Dare  to  make 
The  flighted:  movement  to  awake  my  fears. 

And  the  gaunt  criminal,  naked  and  flake-tied^, 
Left  on  the  heath  to  blifler  in  the  fun, 
ill  lingering  death  fhall  end  his  agony, 

Compared  to  thee,  fhall  feem  more  enviable 
Than  Cherubs  to  the  damn’d. 

IVilf.  O,  mifery  ! 

Difcard  me  fir  !  1  muflbe  hateful  to  you. 

Banilh  me  hence.  I  will  be  mute  as  death ; 

But  let  me  quit  your  fervice. 


Mori . 
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Mort .  Never. — -Fool  ! 

To  buy  this  fecret,  you  have  fold  yourfelf. 

Your  movements,  eyes,  and,  in  oft  of  all,  your 
breath. 

From  this  time  forth,  are  fetter’d  to  my  will. 

You  have  laid,  truly :  you  are  hateful  to  me 
Yet  you  (hall  feel  my  bounty: — that  ftiall  flow. 
And  fweli  ycur  fortunes  s  but  my  inmoft  foul 
Will  yearn  with  loathing,  when —-hark!  fome  one 
knocks ! 

Open  the  door. 

[Wilford  opens  the  door ,  and  Winterton  comes  inS\ 
Mort .  How  now,  Winterton  ? 

Did  you  knock  more  than  once  ?  Speak — did  you 
liften — 

* — I  mean,  good  Adam,  did  you  wait  ? — Aye,  wait 

Long  at  the  door,  here  ? 

Wint.  Blefs  vour  honour !  no. 

* 

You  are  too  good  to  let  the  old  man  wait. 

Mort .  What,  then,  our  talk,  here — Wilford’s 
here  and  mine — 

Did  not  detain  you  at  the  door  ? — Ha  ! — did  it  ? 
Wint.  Not  half  a  fecond. 

Mort .  Oh  ! — well,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Wint,  Captain  Fitzharding,  Sir,  entreats  your 
company. 

I’ve  placed  another  fiaggon  on  the  table. 

Your  worfhip  knows  it.— Number  thirty-five:— 
The  fupernaculum. 


•N 
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M?r/.  Well,  well. — I  come. 

What,  has  he  been  alone  ? 

Wint.  No — IVebeen  with  him. 

Od  !  he’s  a  merry  man  !  and  does  fo  jell ! 

He  calls  me  firft  of  men,  caufe  my  name  Y  Adam, 
Well !  ’tis  exceeding  pleafant,  by  St.  Thomas  ! 
Mort.  Come,  Adam  ;  I’ll  attend  the  Captain. 
— Wilford, 

What  I  have  juft  now  given  you  in  charge. 

Be  fure  to  keep  faft  lock’d.  I  fhall  be  angry,— 
Be  very  angry  if  I  find  you  carelefs. 

Follow  me,  Adam. 

Exit  Mortimer—  -Winterton  following. 
Wilf  This  houfe  is  no  houfe  for  me.  Fly  I 
will,  I  am  refolved  : — but  whither  ?  His  threats 
ftrike  terror  into  me ;  and  were  I  to  reach  the  pole, 
I  doubt  whether  I  fhould  elude  his  grafp.  But  to 
live  here  a  (lave — (lave  to  his  fears, — hisjealoufies  ! 
Night’s  coming  on.  Darknefs  be  my  friend  !  for 
I  will  forth  inftantly.  The  thought  of  my  inno¬ 
cence  will  cheer  me  as  I  wander  thro*  the  gloom. 
Oh  !  when  guilty  Ambition  writhes  upon  its  couch, 
why  fhould  bare-foot  Integrity  repine,  though 
it*s  fweet  fleep  be  canopied  with  a  ragged  hovel ! 

{Exit. 
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SCENE  V. — d he  infide  of  an  Abbey ,  in  ruins* 
Fart  of  it  converted  into  an  habitation  for  Rob¬ 
bers .  Various  entrances  to  their  apartment , 

through  the  broken  arches  of  the  buildings  &c.  &c. 

Enter  Judith,  and  a  Boy. 

Jud.  Well,  firrah  I  have  you  been  upon  the 
fcout  ?  Are  any  of  our  gang  returning  ? 

Boy.  No,  Judith!  not  a  foul. 

Jud.  The  rogues  tarry  thus  to  fret  me. 

Boy.  Why,  indeed,  Judith,  the  credit  of  your 
cookery  is  loft  among  thieves.  They  never  come 
punctual  to  their  meals. 

Jud.  No  tidings  of  Orfon  yet,  from  the  mar¬ 
ket  town  ? 

Boy.  I  have  feen  nothing  of  him. 

Jud.  Brat !  thou  doft  never  bring  me  good  news. 

Boy .  Judith,  you  are  ever  fo  crofs  with  me  ! 

Jud.  That  wretch  Orfon  (lights  my  love  of 
late.  Hence,  you  hemp-feed,  hence !  Get  to 
the  broken  porch  of  the  abbey,  and  watch.  ’Tis 
all  you  are  good  for. 

Boy .  You  know  I  am  but  young  yet,  Judith  ! 
but  with  good  inftrudtions,  I  may  be  a  robber,  in- 

time. 

Jud.  Away,  you  imp  !  you  will  never  reach 
fuch  preferment.  ( A  whiftle  without .)  So  !  I 
hear  forne  of  our  party.  (Whiftle  again  j  the  boy 
puts  his  fingers  in  his  mouth ,  and  whiftle s  in  anfwer .) 

Jud . 
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Jud.  Why  muft  you  keep  your  noife,  firrah  ? 

Boy.  Nay,  Judith,  ’tis  one  of  the  firft  fteps  we 
learn  in  the  profefiion.  I  Ihall  ne’er  come  to 
g^od,  if  you  check  me  fo.  Huzza !  here  come 
two ! 

Enter  two  Robbers,  through  the  broken  part  of 

the  Scene. 

Jud.  So !  you  have  found  your  road  at  laft.  A 
murrain  light  upon  you  !  is  it  thus  you  keep  your 
hours  ? 

i ft  Rob.  What,  hag,  ever  at  this  trade!  Ever 
grumbling  ? 

Jud.  I  have  reafon.  I  toil  to  no  credit;  I  watch 
with  mo  thanks.  I  trim  up  the  table  for  your 
return,  and  no  one  returns  in  due  time  to  notice 
my  induftry.  Your  meat  is  fcorch’d  to  cinders. 
Rogues,  would  it  were  poifon  for  you  ! 

id  Rob.  How  the  fury  raves !  Here,  take  my 
carbine  ;  *twas  levell’d,  fome  half  hour  flnce,  at  a 
traveller’s  head. 

Jud.  Hah,  hah,  hah  !  Rare !  Didft  fhoot  him  l 

ift  Rob.  Shoot  him  ?  No.  This  devil  in  petti~ 
coats  thinks  no  more  of  flaying  a  man,  than  killing 
a  cock-chafer.  I  never  knew  a  woman  turn  to 
mifchief,  that  lhe  did  not  ourdo  a  man,  clean. 

Jud.  Did  any  of  you  meet  Orfon  on  your  way  ? 

i ft  Rob.  Aye,  there  the  hand  points.  When 
that  fellow  is  abroad  you  are  more  favage  than 
cuftomary ;  and  that  is  neediefs, 

L  id 
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id  Rob,  None  of  our  comrades  come  yet  i  They 
will  be  finely  loak’d. 

i ft  Rob,  Aye,  the  rain  pours  like  a  fpout  upon 
ihe  ruins  of  the  old  abbey  wall  here. 

Jud,  I’m  glad  on’t.  May  it  drench  them,  and 
breed  agues  !  'twill  teach  them  to  keep  time. 

i fi  Rob,  Peace!  thou  abominable '  railer.  A 
man  had  better  dwell  in  purgatory,  than  have  thee 
in  his  habitation. — Peace,  devil!  or  Pll  make  thee 
repent. 

Jud,  You  !  *tis  as  much  as  thy  life  is  worth  to 
move  my  fpleen. 

lfl  Rob,  What,  you  will  fet  Orfon,  your  cham¬ 
pion,  upon  me  l 

Jud,  Coward !  he  fhould  not  difgrace  himfelf 
with  chaftifing  thee. 

i Ji  Rob,  Death  and  thunder!—— 

Jud,  Aye,  attack  a  woman,  do  !  it  fuits  your 
hen-hearted  valour.  Affault  a  woman  ! 

i ft  Rob,  Well — paffion  hurried  me.  But  I  have 
a  refpedl  for  the  foft  fex,  and  am  cool  again.  Come, 
Judith,  be  friends. — Nay,  come,  do;  and  1  will 
give  thee  a  farthingale,  I  took  from  a  lawyer’s 
widow. 

Jud,  Where  is  it  ? 

ifi  Rob,  You  fhalj  have  it. 

Jud,  Well— I - -  Hark! 

id  Rob .  Soft !  I  think  I  hear  the  foot  of  a 
comrade. 
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MUSICAL  DIALOGUE  AND  CHORUS, 

Robbers  and  Judith . 

Lilten  !  No  ;  it  is  the  owl. 

That  hoots  upon  the  mould’ring  tow*r. 

Hark !  the  rain  beats,  the  night  is  foul ! 

Odr  comrades  ftay  beyond  their  hour. 

^  '  Liften  \ 

All’s  hulh’d  around  the  abbey  wall.- - 

Soft !  Now  I  hear  a  robber’s  call ! 

Liften  ! 

They  whiftle  ! — Anfwer  it  !— Tis  nigh  1 
Again  !  A  comrade  comes.— ’Tis  I ! 

And  here  another ;  and  here  another  ! 

Who  comes  1  A  brother.  Who  comes  ? 

A  brother* 

Now  they  all  come  pouring  in  ; 

Our  jollity  will  foon  begin. 

Sturdy  partners,  all  appear  1 

We’re  here  !  and  here,  and  here,  and  here  ! 

Thus  we  ftout  freebooters  prowl, 

Then  meet  to  drain  the  flowing  bowl  1 

( At  different  periods  off  the  Mujick ,  the  Robbers  enter , 
through  various  parts  off  Ruins ,  in  groups.) 

Enter  Orson,  with  Luggage  on  his  Back,  as  if  re¬ 
turn'  d  from  the  Market . 

ift.  Rob.  See  !  hither  comes  Orfon  at  laft.  He 
walks  in  like  plenty,  with  provifion  on  his  fhoulder. 

Jud.  O,  Orfon  ! — why  dicTft  tarry,  Orfon  ?  I 
began  to  fear.  Thou  art  cold  and  damp.  Let 
me  wring  the  wet  from  thy  deaths.  O  !  my  heart 
leaps  to  fee  thee. 

Rob . 
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i  ft.  Rob.  Mark  how  this  fhe-bear  hugs  her  bruin  ! 
OrJ \  Stand  off!  This  hamper  has  been  weari- 
fome  enough.  I  want  not  thee  on  my  neck. 

Jud.  Villain  !  *tis  thus  you  ever  ufe  me.  I  can 
revenge  I  can— do  not,  dear  Orfon  !  do  not 
treat  me  thus. 

OrJ.  Let  a  man  be  ever  fo  fweet  temper’d,  he 
will  meet  fomewhat  to  four  it.  I  have  been  vex’d 
to  madnefs. 

id.  Rob .  How  now,  Orfon,  what  has  vex’d  thee 

now  ? 


OrJ.  A  prize  has  dipt  through  my  fingers. 

3d.  Rob.  Aye  !  marry,  how  ? 

OrJ.  1  met  a  ffraggling  knave  on  foot,  and  the 
rogue  refilled.  He  had  the  face  to  tell  me  that 
he  was  thrufl  on  the  world  to  feek  his  fortune ; 
arid  that  the  little  he  had  about  him  was  his  all. 
Plague  on  the  provifion  at  my  back !  I  had  no 
time  to  rifle  him : — but  I  have  fpoil’d  him  for 
fortune  feeking,  I  warrant  him. 

Rob.  How  ? 

OrJ.  Why  I  beat  him  to  the  ground.  Whether 
he  will  e’er  get  up  again  the  next  paffenger  may 

difcover. 

Jud.  Ha  !  Ha!  O,  brave, !  That’s  my  valiant 

Orfon ! 

3d.  Rob.  Orfon,  you  are  ever  difobeying  our 
Captain’s  order.  You  are  too  remorfelefs  and 
bloody.  * 

OrJ.  Take  heed,  then,  how  you  move  my  an  - 
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ger,  by  telling  me  on’t.  The  affair  is  mine — I 
•will  anfwer  to  the  confequence. 

4 th.  Rob.  I  hear  our  Captain’s  fignal.  Here  he 
comes.  Ha! — he  is  leading  one  who  feems 
wounded. 

v.  „  i 

Enter  Armstf.ong,  fupporting  Wilford. 

Arm.  Gently,  good  fellow  !  come,  keep  a  good 
heart ! 

JVilf.  You  are  very  kind.  I  had  breathed  my 
laft,  but  for  your  care.  Wither  have  you  led  me  ? 

4 th.  Rob.  Where  you  will  be  well  treated, 'young- 
fler.  You  are  now  among  as  honourable  a  knot  of 
jnen  as  ever  cried  cc  Hand”  to  a  traveller. 

JVilf.  How :  among  robbers  ! 

4 th.  Rob .  Why  fo  the  law’s  cant  calls  us  gentle¬ 
men  who  live  at  large. 

JVilf.  So  !  For  what  am  I  referved  1 

Arm.  Fear  nothing.  You  are  fafe  in  this  afy- 
lum.  Judith,  lead  him  in.  See  fomeof  my  linen 
ready,  and  look  to  his  wound. 

Jud.  I  do  not  like  the  office.  You  are  ever  at 
thefe  tricks.  ’Twill  ruin  us  in  the  end.  What 
have  we  to  do  with  charity  ? 

Arm .  Turbulent  wretch  !  obey  me. 

Jud.  Well,  I  fhall.  Come,  fellow,  fince  it  mull 
fee  fo. 

Arm.  Anon,  I’ll  vifit  you  myfelf,  lad. 

JVilf.  Heaven  blefs  you !  whate’er  becomes  of 

my 
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my  Sife  —and  faith,  I  am  almc?ft  weary  on’t — I  am 
bound  to  your  charity.  Gently,  I  pray  you — my 
wound  pains. — Gently  1 

,  {Exit,  led  out  by  Judith. 

Arm,  I  would  I  knew  which  of  you  had  done 

this. 

i ft,  Rob,  Why  what’s  the  matter,  Captain  ? 

Arm.  Cruelty  is  the  matter.  Had  not  acci¬ 
dent  led  me  to  the  fpot  where  he  lay,  yon  poor 
boy  had  bled  to  death.  I  learned  his  ftory,  partly, 
from  him,  on  the  way :  and  know  how  bafely  he  has 
been  handled  by  one  of  you.  Well,  time  mu  ft 
dilcover  him :  for  he,  who  had  brutality  enough 
to  commit  the  a&ion,  can  fcarcely  have  courage 
enough  to  confefs  it. 

Orf.  Courage,  Captain,  is  a  quality,  I  take  it, 
little  wanted  by  any  here.  What  fignifv  words— 
I  did  it. 

Arm,  1  fufpedted  thee,  Orion,  ’Tisfcarcean 
hour  fince  he,  whom  thou  haft  wounded,  quitted 
thefervice  of  Sir  Edward  Mortimer,  in  the  foreft, 
here;  and  enquiry  will  doubtleis  be  made. 

ad,  Rob,  Nay  then  we  are  all  difcover’d. 

Arm,  Now,  mark  what  thou  haft  done.  Thou 
haft  endanger’d  the  fafetv  of  our  party ;  thou  haft 
broke  my  order  (tis  not  the  hr  ft  time,  by  many) 
in  attacking  a  pafienger  : — and  what  paftenger  ? 
One  whofe  unhappy  cafe  Ihould  have  claim'd  thy 
pity.  He  told  you  he  had  difpleafed  his  mafter— 

left 
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left  the  houfe  of  comfort,  and  with  his  fcanty  pit¬ 
tance,  was  wandering  round  the  world  to  mend  his 
fortune.  Like  a  butcher,  you  (truck  the  forlorn 
boy  to  the  earth,  and  left  him  to  languiih  in  the 
forefr.  Would  any  of  our  brave  comrades  have 
done  this  ? 

All.-— None !  None  ! 

Arm .  Comrades,  in  this  cafe,  my  voice  is  (in* 
gle.  But  if  it  have  any  weight,  this  brute,  this 
Orfon,  fhall  be  thruft  from  our  community,  which 
he  has  difgraced.  Let  it  not  be  faid,  brothers, 
while  want  drives  us  to  plunder,  that  want  ends 
prompts  us  to  butchery.*' 

Robbers .  O  brave  Captain  !  away  with  him  I 

Off.  You  had  better  ponder  on’t,  ere  you  pro¬ 
voke  me. 

Arm .  Rafcal  1  do  you  mutter  threats.  You 
cannot  terrifye  us.  Our  calling  teems  with  dan¬ 
ger — we  are  not  to  be  daunted  by  the  treachery  of 
an  informer.  We  defye  you.  Go.  You  dare  not 
hurt  us.  You  dare  not  facrifice  fo  many  bra ve5 
and  gallant  fellows,  to  your  revenge,  and  proclaim 
yourfelf  fcoundrel.  Begone. 

Orf.  Well,  if  I  muft,  I  mud.  I  was  always  a 
friend  to  you  all:  but  if  you  are  bent  on  turning 
me  out — why— fare  you  well. 

Robbers .  Aye,  aye — Away,  away. 

Orf.  Farewell  then.  (Exu\ 

Arm ,  Come,  comrades— Think  no  more  of 

this. 
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this.  Let  us  drown  the  choler  we  hare  felt  in 
wine  and  revelry. 

FINALE. 

Jolly  Friars  tippled  here, 

E’re  thefe  Abbey  walls  had  crumbled  j 
Still  the  ruins  boaft  good  cheer, 

“Though  long  ago  the  cloyfters  tumbled. 

The  Monks  are  gone :  — 

Weill  well  1 

That’s  all  one : - - 

Let’s  ring  their  knell. 

Ding  dong  1  ding  dong !  to  the  bald-pated  monk  1 
He  fet  the  example. 

We’ll  follow  his  fample. 

And  all  go  to  bed  molt  religioufly  drunk. 

Peace  to  the  good  fat  Friar’s  foul! 

Who  every  day. 

Did  wet  his  clay. 

In  the  deep  capacious  bowl. 

Huzza !  Huzza !  we’lt  drink  and  we’ll  fwg  l 
We’ll  laugh,  and  we’ll  quaff. 

And  make  the  welkin  ring  1 


END  OF  THE  SECOND  ACT. 
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SCENE  I.  Winterton’s  Room ,  in  Sir  Ed¬ 
ward  Mortimer's  Lodge . 

Samson  and  Blanch,  di/cover'd ,  at  a  'Table,  with 

Bottle  and  GlaJ/es . 

Blanch. 

Samson,  you  mull:  drink  no  more. 

Sam/.  One  more  glafs,  Miflrefs  Blanch,  and  I 

fhall  be  better  company.  'Twill  make  me  loving. 

Blanch .  Nay,  then,  you  fhall  not  have  a  drop. 

Sam/  I  will : — and  fo  fhall  you  too.  (filling  the 

glafs)  Who  knows  but  it  may  make  you  the  fame, 

Blanch .  You  arewond'rous  familiar,  Mr.  Lout* 

Sam/  I  would  not  willingly  offend.  I  will  en¬ 
deavour  at  more  refpeft.  Mv  humble  duty  to 

you.  (drinks.) 

Blanch .  I  would  counfel  vou  to  be  cautious  of 

* 

drinking,  Samfon.  Confider  where  you  are.  We 
are  now,  remember,  in  Sir  Edward  Mortimer's 
Lodge. 

Sam/  In  the  Butler's  room  where  drinking 
has  always  a  privilege,  (fills  d) 

Blanch.  What,  another  ! 

Sam/  Do  not  fear.  'Twill  not  make  me  fa- 

M  miliar 
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miliar  again.  My  lowly  refpe£h  to  you.  ( 'drinks ) 
This  fame  old  WintertoiTs  wine  has  a  marvellous 
choice  flavour.  I  wonder  whether  ’twas  fmuggled. 

Blanch .  Should  you  totter  with  this,  now,  in 
the  morning,  Twould  go  nigh  to  fhake  your  office 
to  the  foundation,  before  night.  My  Lady  would 
never  pardon  you. 

Sam/.  ’T  would  be  hard  to  turn  me  adrift,  for 
getting  drunk,  on  the  fecond  day  of  my  fervice. 

Blanch .  Truly,  I  think  Twould  be  reafon  fuffl- 
cient. 

Sam/.  "T would  not  be  giving  a  man  a  fair  trial* 
How  fhould  flie  know  but  I  intend  to  be  fober  for 
a  year  after  ? 

Blanch .  How  fhould  fhe  know,  indeed  !  or  any 
one  elfe,  who  has  heard  of  your  former  rogueries. 

Sam/  Well,  the  worfl:  fault  I  had  was  being  a 
fportfman. 

Blanch.  A  fportfman  !  out  on  you,  rogue  !  you 
were  a  poacher. 

Sam/.  Aye,  fo  the  rich  nick-name  us  poor  bro¬ 
thers  of  the  fields  and  lay  us  by  the  heels  when  we 
do  that  for  hunger  which  they  pra&ice  for  amufe- 
ment.  Cannot  I  move  you  to  take  a  thimble-full, 
this  cold  morning  ? 

Blanch.  Not  a  drop,  I. 

Sam/.  Hark  !  I  think  I  hear  old  Winterton  co¬ 
ming  back.  By  our  lady,  Miftrefs  Blanch,  we 
have  made  a  defperate  hole  in  the  bottle,  flnce  he 
left  us. 


Blanch . 
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Blanch.  We  !  why,  you  flanderous  rogue,  I  have 
not  tafted  it. 

Sam/.  No — ’tis  not  he. 

Blanch.  No  matter;  he  will  be  back  on  the  in- 
ftant.  Leave  this  idle  guzzling,  if  you  have  any 
fhame.  Think  we  are  attending  madam  Helen, 
in  her  vifit  to  Sir  Edward,  on  his  fudden  ficknefs. 
Think,  too,  on  the  confuflon  from  Wilford's  flight. 
Is  it  a  time  for  you,  fot,  to  tipple,  when  the  whole 
houle  is  in  diftrefs  and  melancholy  ? 

Sam/.  Alas !  I  have  too  tenders  heart  Miftrefs 
Blanch  ;  and  have  need  of  fomewhat,  in  the  midft 
of  this  forrow,  to  cheer  my  fpirits. 

Blanch .  This  wine  will  fhortly  give  your  pro- 
feflions  of  amendment  the  lie. 

Sam f.  Let  it  give  me  the  lie  :  ’Tis  an  affront  I 
can  eafily  fwallow.  Come,  a  bargain — an  you  will 
take  one  glafs  with  me,  I  will  give  over. 

Blanch.  Well,  on  that  condition — — 

Sam/  Agreed — for  that  will  juft  finifh  the  bot¬ 
tle.  (fills')  I  will  drink  no  health,  now,  but  of 
thy  giving. 

Blanch.  Then  liften  and  edifye. — May  a  man 
never  infult  a  woman  with  his  company.,  when 
drunkennefs  has  made  him  a  brute. 

Sam/.  W  i thrall  my  heart : — But  a  woman  knows 
that  man  may  be  made  a  brute,  when  wine  is 
clean  out  of  the  queftion.  Eh  !  Here  comes  the 
old  man,  in  real  earneft. 
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Enter  Adam  Winter-ton-. 

Wint.  Well,  I  am  here  again. — What  madcap  ? 
—In  truth,  I  have  a  world  of  care.  Our  good 
mailer  taken  ill  on  the  fudden.  Wilford  flown : 
— A  bafe,  ungrateful  boy  ! — One  that  I  was  fo 
fond  of : — And  to  prove  fuch  a  profligate  !  I  be¬ 
gan  to  love  the  young  villain  like  my  own  child. 

I  had  mark'd  down  the  unfortunate  boy,  in  my 

Jafl:  teftament :  I  had - Blefs  me !  my  cold  is 

wondrous  troublefome  to  my  eyes,  this  morning. 

Ah  !  ’tis  a  wicked  world  : - But  old  Winterton 

keeps  a  merry  heart  ftill.  Do  I  not,  pretty  miftrefs 
Blanch  ? 

Blanch .  I  hope  you  do,  Adam. 

Wint.  Nay,  on  fecond  thought,  I  do  not  keep 
it ;  for  thou  hail  ftolen  it  from  me,  tulip  !  ha  ! 
good  ifaith  !— 

Sam/.  Ha  !  ha  ! — Well  ifaith  that  is  a  good  jeft  ! 
ha !  ha  ! 

Wint.  D oft  think  fo,  varlet?  cc  Thou  haft  fto¬ 
len  it  from  me,  tulip  !”  Well,  it  was ;  it  was  ex¬ 
ceeding  pleafant,  by  St.  Thomas  !  Heigho !  I 
muft  e’en  take  a  glafs  to  confole  me.  One  cup  to 
~ — —eh  !  mercy  on  me  !  why  the  liquor  has  flown. 
Ha  !  the  bottle  has  leak’d,  haply. 

Sam/  Yes,  Sir: — I  crack’d  that  bottle,  myfelf^ 
in  your  abfencc. 

j 

Wint .  Crack’d !  Why  what  a  carelefs  goofe 

art 
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art  thou  !  thefe  unthriftv  knaves  ! — ah  !  times  are 
fadly  changed  for  the  worfe,  fince  I  was  a  boy. 

Blanch .  Doft  think  fo,  Adam  ? 

Adam .  Queftion  any  man,  of  my  age,  and  he 
will  fay  the  fame.  Domefticks  never  broke  bot- 

w 

ties  in  queen  Elizabeth’s  time.  Servants  were 
better  then — aye,  marry,  and  the  bottles  were  bet¬ 
ter  bottles.  5Tis  a  degenerate  world !  Well ; 
heigho ! 

Blanch .  Why  doft  figh  thus,  Adam  ? 

Wint.  In  truth,  this  is  as  heavy  a  day  for  me  1 — 

Blanch.  I  hope  not,  Adam.  Come,  come, 
things  are  not  fo  bad,  I  warrant  thee.  You  have 
long  drank  fmilingly  of  the  cup  of  life,  Adam ; 
and  when  a  good  man  takes  his  potion  without 
murmuring,  Providence  feidom  leaves  the  bitter- 
eft  drop  at  the  bottom.  What  is  the  matter, 
Adam  ? 

Wint,  Alas!  nothing  but  evil.  Thefe  attacks 
come  on  our  worthy  mafter  as  thick  as  hail,  and 
weaken  him  daily.  He  has  been  grievous  ill,  in 
the  night,  poor  foul  !  and  ne’er  flept  a  wink  fince 
I  brought  him  the  news. 

Blanch.  What  news,  good  Adam  ? 

Wint.  Why  ofWilford’s  flight ! — A  reprobate  ! 
The  fhock  of  his  bafenefs  has  brought  on  Sir  Ed¬ 
ward’s  old  fymptoms. 

Blanch.  What  call  you  his  old  fymptoms  ? 

Wint .  The  fhiverings,  and  trembling  fits,  which 

have 
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have  troubled  him  thefe  two  years.  I  begin  to  think 
the  air  of  this  foreil  doth  nourifh  agues.  I  can 
never  move  him  to  drink  enough  of  canary.  I 
think*  in  my  conlcience,  I  had  been  aguifh  myfelf* 
in  thefe  woods*  had  I  not  drank  plenty  of  canary. 

Sam/.  Mafs*  when  I  am  ill*  this  old  boy  fhall  be 
my  apothecary.  ( aftde . 

Blanch.  Well*  well,  he  may  mend.  Do  not  fan-* 
•cy  the  word,  ere  worfe  arrives,  Adam. 

JVint.  Nay*  worfe  has  arrived  already. 

Blanch.  Aye  !  marry*  how  ? 

Wint .  Wilford’s  villany.  SirEdward  fays*  he  has 
proofs  of  the  blacked:  treachery  againit  him. 

Blanch.  Indeed  ! 

Wint.  It  chills  my  old  blood  to  think  on’t !  1  had 
mark’d  out  the  boy  as  a  boy  of  promife— A  learn¬ 
ed  boy !  He  had  the  backs  of  all  the  books  in  our 
library  by  heart :  and  now  a  hue  and  cry  is  after 
him.  Mercy  on  me  !  if  the  wretched  lad  be  taken* 
Sir  Edward  will  bring  him  to  the  charge.  We 
none  know  what  ’tis  yet;  but  time  will  fhew. 

Blanch .  You  furprize  me  !  Wilford  turn  dif- 
honeil  1  I  could  fc-arce  have  credited  this ;  and 
after  two  years  trial*  too. 

Samf.  Q*  monftrous  !  to  turn  rogue  after  two  , 
years  trial  S  Had  it  happened  after  two  days*  in¬ 
deed*  ’twere  not  to  be  wonder’d  at. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser .  Mr.  Winterton,  there  is  a  young  woman  of 
the  foreil*  would  fpeak  with  you. 
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Wint.  Out  on’t !  Thefe  cottagers  time  their 
bufinefs  vilely.  Well,  bid  her  come  in,  Simon. 

Ser.  And,  Miftrefs  Blaneh,  your  lady  would 
fee  you  anon,  in  the  breakfaft  parlour.  j  [Exit. 

Blanch .  I  come  quickly.  Be  not  call  down, 
now,  Adam  ;  keep  thy  old  heart  merry  dill. 

I  Vint.  Ha  !  in  truth,  I  know  not  well,  now,  what 
would  mend  my  fpirits. 

Blanch.  What  think  you  of  the  kifs  I  promis’d  r 

Wint.  Ah,  wag  !  go  thy  way.  Od  1  thou  haft 

nimble  legs.  Had  I  o’ertaken  thee  yefterday— - 

Ah  !  well,  no  matter, 

Blanch.  Come,  I  will  not  leave  thee  comfortless, 
in  thefe  fad  times.  Here — Here  is  my  hand, 
Adam. 

Wint.  Thou  wilt  fhew  me  a  light  pair  of  heels 

again,  now. 

Blanch.  No,  in  faith.  Come  ;  his  more  than  I 
would  offer  to  every  one.  Take  it. 

Wint.  That  I  wil3,  moft  willingly,  (Kijfes  her 
hand.) 

Blanch.  Do  rot  play  the  rake  now,  and  boaft  of 
my  favours ;  for  I  am  told  there  is  a  breed  of  - 
puppies  will  build  ftories,  to  a  fimple  girl’s  preju¬ 
dice,  on  flighter  encouragement  than  this.  Be  not 
you  one  of  thofe  empty  coxcombs,  and  fo  adieu, 
Adam.  -  [Exit. 

Wint.  Nay,  I  was  never  given  to  vaunt.  ’Sbud ! 
if  I  had,  many  a  tale  had  been  told,  flxty  years  back, 
of  young,  lufcy  Adam  Winterton,— Eh  !  why  what 
doft  thou  titter  at,  fcapegrace  ? 


$8 

SamJ.  I,  fir  ? — Not  L  (J 'mothering  a  laugh* 

Wint .  I  had  forgot  this  varlet.  Peftilence  on’t  l 
Should  this  knave  prate  of  my  little  gallantry,  I 
tremble  for  the  good  name  of  poor  Miftrefs 
Blanch ! 

Enter  Barbara. 

Bar,  May  I  come  in,  good  your  worfhip  ? 

Wint.  Aye,  marry,  that  thou  may’ll,  pretty  one. 
— Well,  though  many  things  have  declined,  fincel 
was  a  boy,  female  beauty  keeps  its  rank  dill.  I  do 
think  there  be  more  pretty  women  now  than  there 
were  in  Queen  Elizabeth’s  reign. 

SamJ.  Flefh  !  this  is  our  Barbara.  (ajide* 

Wint .  Well,  and  what  wouldft  have,  fweet  one, 

with  old  Adam— - Eh!  by  St.  Thomas,  why 

thou  art  fhe  I  have  feen,  ere  now,  with  Wilford. 

Barb .  Befeech  you,  tell  me  where  he  is,  fir  ? 

Wint.  Alas,  child,  he’s  gone — flown  !  Eh  ? 
what — why  art  not  well,  child  ? 

i  1  / 

Barb.  Nothing,  fir- — —I  only — • — I  hoped  he 
would  have  called  at  our  cottage,  sre  he  quitted 
the  forefb.  Is  there  no  hope  that  he  may  come 
back,  fir  ? 

Wint.  None,  truly,  except  force  bring  him  back. 
Alas,  child  !  the  boy  has  turn’d  out  naught ;  and 
juflice  is  dogging  him  at  the  heels. 

Barb.  What  Wilford,  fir  ? — my  poor — O,  fir,  my 
heart  is  binding  !  I  pray  you,  pardon  me.  Had 
he  pafs’d  our  cottage  in  his  flight,  I  would  have  ran 
out,  and  follow’d  him  all  the  world  over. 
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Wint.  To  fee  what  love  will  do !  Juft  fb  did 
Jane  Blackthorn  take  on  for  me,  when  Sir  Maf~ 
maduke  carried  me  to  London*  in  the  hard 
winter. 

Barb .  Befeech  you,  forgive  me*  fir  !  I  only  came 
to  make  enquiry,  for  I  had  heard  a  ftrange  tale. 
I  would  not  have  my  forrows  make  me  trouble- 
fome  to  your  woiftiip. 

Winl.  To  me  ?  poor  wench  !  nay*  that  thou  art 
not.  I  truft,  child,  I  ne'er  turn’d  a  deaf  ear,  yet, 
to  the  unfortunate.  ’Tis  man’s  office  to  liften  to 
the  forrows  of  a  woman,  and  do  all  he  can  to 
foothe  them.  Come,  come,  dry  thy  tears, 
chicken. 

Barb .  I  look’d  to  have  been  his  wife  ffiortly,  fir. 

He  was  as  kind  a  youth' . -—And,  I  am  fure,  he 

wanted  not  gratitude.  I  have  heard  him  talk  of 
you,  as  you  were  his  father,  fir. 

JVint.  Did  he  ?  Ah  !  poor  lad.  Well,  he  had 
good  qualities  ;  but,  alas !  he  is  now  a  reprobate- 
Poor  boy  1  To  think,  now,  that  he  fhould  fpeak 
kindly  of  the  old  man,  behind  his  back  ! 

Barb .  Alas,  this  is  the  fecond  flight  to  bring 
unhappinefs  to  our  poor  family  ! 

Wint.  The  fecond  !  How  do’ft  mean,  wench  ? 

Barb .  My  brother,  fir,  left  our  cottage  fuddenly, 
yefterday  morning ;  and  we  have  no  tidings  of  him 
fince. 

Sam/.  Lo  you,  now,  where  he  ftands,  to  glad  the 
hearts  of  his  difconfolate  relations !  Sifter  Bar¬ 
bara,  why  doft  not  know  me  i, 
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Barb .  Eh?  No — Sure  it  can't- - Brother 

Samfon  ? 

Sam/.  Mr.  Samfon — Head  ferving  man  to  the 
Lady  Helen*  of  the  New  Foreft. 

Barb .  O,  the  fortune  !  can  it  be  !  what  gain’d 
thee  fo  good  a  place,  Samfon  ? 

Sam/  Merit.  I  had  no  intereft  to  back  me. 
Mine  is  a  rare  cafe — I  was  promoted  on  the  fcore 
of  my  virtues. 

JVint.  Out  upon  thee  !  thy  knaveries  have  been 
the  talk  of  the  whole  foreft  j  and  furnifh’d  daily 
food  for  converfation. 

Sam/  Truly,  then,  converfation  has  fared  bet* 
ter  upon  them  than  I.  But  my  old  chara&er  is 
laid  afide  with  my  old  jerkin.  I  am  now  exalted. 

Wint\  An  I  have  any  forecaft  in  deftiny,  friend, 
thou  bidfl  fair,  one  day,  to  be  more  exalted.—* 
Ha  1  good  ifaith  !  Come,  you  rnuft  to  the  kitchen 
knave.  I  muft  thither  myfelf,  to  give  order  for 
the  day. 

Barb .  Muft  I  return  home,  then,  your  worfhip, 
with  no  tidings  ? 

Wint.  Ah  !  heaven  help  me  !  what  havock  doth 
wanton  Cupid  make  with  us  all !  Well,  tarry  about 
the  houfe,  with  thy  brother ;  we  may  hear  fome- 
what,  haply,  anon.  Take  care  of  thy  lifter  knave 
and  mark  what  I  have  faid  to  thee. — cc  Thou 
bidft  fair  one  day  to  be  more  exalted.”  Ha  !  well* 
it  was  exceeding  pleafant,  by  St.  Thomas  !  Exit. 

Sam/  Well,  Barbara,  and  how  fares  father? 

Barb. 
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Barb.  He  has  done' nought  but  chide,  fince  you 
difappear’d,  Samfon.  It  has  four’d  him  with  us 

all.  - 

Sam/.  Well,  I  will  call,  foon,  and  fet  all  even. 
Barb .  Will  you,  brother  ? 

Sam/.  I  will.  Bid  him  not  be  call  down.  I 
will  protect  the  Rawbold  family. 

Barb .  Truly,  brother,  we  are  much  in  need  of 
protection. 

Sam/.  Do  not  fear.  Lean  upon  my  power.  I 
am  head  of  all  the  male  domeflicks,  at  madam 
Helen’s 

Barb.  O,  the  father  1  of  all  1  and  how  many  be 
there,  brother  ? 

Sam/.  Why,  truly,  not  fo  many  as  there  be  at 
the  Lodge,  here.  But  I  have  a  boy  under  me,  to 
chop  wood,  and  draw  water. 

Barb.  The  money  we  had  from  Sir  Edward’s 
bounty,  is  nearly  gone  in  payment  of  the  debt  our 
father  owed.  You  know  he  had  fnortly  been  im- 
prifon’d,  elfe. 

Sam/.  My  flock  is  fomewhat  low,  too. — But, 

no  matter.  Keep  a  good  heart.  I  am  now  a 

\ 

rifing  man.  I  will  make  you  all  comfortable. 
Barb.  Heaven  blefs  you  Samfon  ! 

Sam/.  In  three  months,  1  look  for  a  quarter’s 
wages  ;  and  then  Dick  (hall  have  a  fhirt.  I  muff 
now  take  you  roundly  to  tafk. 

Barb.  Mcj  brother ! 

N  2  Sam/ 
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Sam/.  Aye,  marry.  You  would  throw  your- 
felf  away  on  this  Wilford— who,  as  the  (lory  goes, 
is  little  better  than  the  devil’s  own  imp. 

Barb .  O,  brother !  be  not  fo  uncharitable.  I 
know  not  what  is  againft  him,  but  he  has  not  been 
heard  yet.  Confider  too — were  all  our  actions, 
at  home,  to  be  lifted,  I  fear  me,  we  might  not 
efcape  blamelefs. 

Sam/  Aye,  but  he,  it  feems,  is  falling,  and  we 
are  upon  the  rife ;  and  that  makes  all  the  differ¬ 
ence.  Mafs !  how  gingerly  men  will  fift  the  faults 
of  thofe  who  are  getting  up  hill  in  the  world ;  and 
what  a  rough  fhake  they  give  thofe  who  are  going 
downward ! 

Barb.  I  would  not  be  one  of  thofe  fifters,  bro¬ 
ther. 

Sam/.  No, — I  warrant,  nowL,  thou  wouldft 
marry  this  vagabond.  - 

Barb.  That  I  would,  brother.  He  has  cheer’d 
me  in  my  diftrels,  and  I  would  fooner  die  than 
leave  him,  now  he  is  unfortunate. 

Sam/  Haft  thou  no  refpeft  for  the  family  ? 
Thou  wilt  bring  endlefs  difgrace  on  the  name  of 
Rawbold.  Shame  on  you  !  to  take  away  from  our 
reputation,  when  we  have  fo  little  I 

Barb .  I  thought,  brother,  you  would  have  fhewn 
more  pity  for  your  poor  filler* 

Sam/  Tufh!  Love’s  a  mere  vapour. 

Barb .  Ah  !  brother. 

DUETT, 
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A  PL  A  Y. 

DUETT. 

Samson  and  Barbara. 


I. 

Barbara . 

From  break  of  the  morning,  were  I  with  my  love. 
I’d  talk  till  the  evening  drew  nigh  ; 

And,  when  the  day  did  clofe, 

I’d  ling  him  to  repofe. 

And  tune  my  love  a  lullaby. 

II. 

Sam/on. 

From  break  of  the  morning,  were  I  with  my  love* 
O  !  long  e’er  the  evening  drew  nigh. 

Her  talk  would  make  medofg. 

Till  the  mufickof  my  nofe 
Would  play  my  love  a  lullaby. 

III. 

Barbara . 

Our  children  around  us,  I’d  look  on  my  love, 

Each  moment  in  rapture  would  fly. 

i  / 

Samjon. 

But  love  is  apt  to  pall. 

When  the  brats  begin  to  fquall. 

And  a  wife  is  fcreaming  lullaby. 

Seth,  From  break  of  the  mornings  &c * 
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SCENE  II.  ARtom  in  Sir  Philip  Mortimer 

Ledge . 

Mortimer  and  Helen*  difeovered . 

Hel .  Sooth,  you  look  better  now  j  indeed  you  do, 

Aftfr/.  Thou’rt  a  fweet  flatterer  ! 

Hel .  Ne’er  truft  me,  then. 

If  I  do  flatter.  This  is  wilfulnefs. — 

Thou  wilt  be  flek,  becaufe  thou  wilt  be  lick. 

I’ll  laugh  away  this  fancy,  Mortimer. 

Mcrt.  What  couldft  thou  do  to  laugh  away  my 
ficknefs  ? 

HeL  I’ll  mimick  the  phylician — wife  and  dull— 
With  cane  at  nofe,  and  nod  emp’natical. 

Portentous  in  my  fllence  >  feel  your  pulfe. 

With  an  owl’s  face,  that  fhall  exprefs  as  much 
As  Galen’s  head,  cut  out  in  wood,  and  gilt, 

Stuck  over  an  apothecary’s  door. 

Mort.  And  what  wouldft  thou  prescribe  ? 

Hel .  I  would  diflil 

Each  flower  thatlavifti  happinefs  produced. 
Through  the  world’s  paradife,  ere  Difobedience 
Scatter’d  the  feeds  of  care ;  then  mingle  each, 

|n  one  huge  cup  of  comfort  for  thee,  love. 

To  chace  away  thy  dulnefs.  Thou  Ihouldll  wanton 
Upon  the  wings  of  Time,  and  mock  his  flight. 

As  he  fail’d  with  thee  tow’rd  Eternity. 

I’d  have  each  hour,  each  minute  of  thy  life,  v  % 
A  golden  holiday ;  and  fliould  a  cloud 
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O’ercad  thee,  be  it  light  as  a  gofiamer. 

That  Helen  might  difperfe  it  with  her  breath. 

And  talk  thee  into  funfhine ! 

Mort .  Sweet,  fweet  Helen  ! 

Death,  foften’d  with  thy  voice,  might  dull  his  ding, 
And  deep  his  darts  in  balfam.  Oh  !  my  Helen, 
Thefe  warnings  v/hich  that  gridy  monarch  Tends, 
Forerunners  of  his  certain  vilitation. 

Of  late  are  frequent  with  me.  It  fhould  feem 
I  was  not  meant  to  live  long. 

HeL  Mortimer ! 

My  Mortimer  !  You - Oh  !  for  heaven’s  fake. 

Do  not  talk  thus  !  You  chill  me.  You  are  well 
Very  well. — You  give  way- — Oh,  Mortimer! 
Banilh  thefe  fantafies.  Think  on  poor  Helen  ! 
Mort.  Think  on  thee,  Helen  ? 

HeL  Aye :  but  not  think  thus. 

You  faid,  my  Mortimer,  my  voice  could  foothe, 

In  the  mod  trying  druggie. 

Mort .  Said  I  fo  ? 

Yet,  Helen,  when  my  fancy  paints  a  death- bed, 

I  ever  place  thee  foremod  in  the  fcene, 

To  make  the  picture  touching.  After  man 
Is  fummon’d,  and  has  made  up  his  account. 

Oh!  ’tis  a  bitter  after-reck’ning,~when 
His  pallid  lips  receive  the  lad,  fad  kifs, 

Fond,  female  anguifh  prints !  Then,  Helen,  then. 
Then  comes  man’s  agony  !  To  leave  the  obje£l 
He  fhelter’d  in  his  heart,  grief-druck  and  helplefs 
T o  grafp  her  hand  to  fix  his  hollow  eye 
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Upon  her  face,  and  mark  her  mute  defpair, 

'Till  the  laid  flutter  of  his  aching  fpirit 
Hurries  him  hence,  for  ever ! 

HeL  Oh  !  for  pity - • 

What  have  I  done,  that  you -  ( larfis  into  tears . 

Mort.  My  Helen  ! 

HeL  I  did  not  mean  to  weep.  Oh,  Mortimer* 

I  could  not  talk  fo  cruelly  to  you  ! 

I  would  not  pain  you  thus,  for  worlds  ! 

Mott.  Nay,  come; 

I  meant  not  this.  I  did  not  mean  to  fay 
There's  danger  now  ;  but  'tis  the  privilege 
Of  ficknefs  to  be  grave,  and  moralize 
On  that  which  ficknefs  brings.  I  prithee,  now. 

Be  comforted.  Believe  me,  I  fliall  mend. 

I  feel  I  fliall  already. 

HeL  Do  you,  Mortimer  ? 

Do  you,  indeed,  feel  fo  ? 

Mort .  Indeed  I  do. 

HeL  I  knew  you  would  : — -I  faid  it.  Did  I  not  ? 

I  am  fo  glad  !  You  rnufl  be  cautious  now. — 

Ill  play  the  nurfe  to-day — and  then,  to-morrow. 

You  fliall  not  brood  at  home,  as  you  are  wont. 

But  we  will  ride  together,  through  the  foreft. 

You  rnufl  have  exercife.  Oh!  I  will  make  you 

• 

Frefli  as  the  fummer  dew-drop,  and  as  healthy 
As  ruddy  Labour,  fpringing  from  his  bed. 

To  carol  o’er  the  fallow  ! 

Mort .  Dearefl  prattler  ! 

Men  would  meet  ficknefs  with  a  fmiling  welcome. 
Were  all  woo'd  back  to  health  thus  prettily. 
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Hel.  I  fee  it  in  your  looks,  now,  you  are  better. 
Mart.  Scarce  poffible,  fo  fuddenly  ! 

Hel .  O,  yes ; 

There  is  no  little  movement  of  your  face 
But  I  can  mark  on  the  inftant — Tis  my  ftudy, 

I  have  fo  gaz’d  upon  it,  that,  I  think, 

I  can  interpret  ev’ry  turn  it  has. 

And  read  your  inmoft  fouh 
Mort.  What  ? 

Hel.  Mercy  on  me  1 
You  change  again. 

Mort.  ’Twas  nothing.  Do  not  fear; 

Thefe  little  fhocks  are  ufual. — ’Twill  not  lad. 

Hel.  Would  you  could  fhake  them  off! 

Mort.  I  would  I  could  ! 

Hel.  Refolve  it,  then ;  and  the  bare  refolution 
Will  bring  the  remedy.  Rally  your  fpirits  ; 

I  prithee,  now,  endeavour. — This  young  man. 
This  boy — this  Wiiford — he  has  been  ungrateful ; 
But  do  not  let  his  bafenefs  wear  you  thus. 

Ev’n  let  him  go. 

Mort .  I’ll  hunt  him  through  the  world! 

Hel.  Why,  look  you  there  now  !  Pray  be  calm, 
Mort .  Well,  well ; 

1  am  too  boifterous :  ’Tis  my  unhappinefs 
To  feem  mod  ftarih  where  I  would  fhew  mod  kincL 
The  world  has  made  me  peevifh. — This  fame  boy 
Has  fomewhat  moved  me. 

Hel .  He’s  beneath  your  care. 

Seek  him  not  now,  to  punifh  him.  Poor  wretch ! 

O  He 
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He  carries  that  away,  within  his  breaft. 

Which  will  embitter  all  his  life  to  come. 

And  make  him  curfe  the  knowledge  on’t. 

Mort .  The  knowledge  ! - 

Has  he  then  breathed" . . Carries  within  his 

breaft ! 

What  does  he  know  ? 

Hel.  His  own  ingratitude. 

Mort .  O,  very  true. 

Hel.  Then  leave  him  to  his  Confcience. 

It  is  a  fcorpion,  fent  by  Heaven  itfelf. 

To  fix  on  hidden  crimes  $  a  flow,  ftill  ftream. 

Of  moulten  lead,  kept  dropping  on  the  heart. 

To  fcald  and  weigh  it  down.  Believe  me,  love. 
There  is  no  earthly  punifhment  fo  great. 

To  fcourge  an  evil  a£t,  as  man’s  own  confcience^ 
To  tell  him  he  is  guilty. 

Mort .  *Tis  a  hell  l 

I  pray  you  talk  no  more  on’t. — I  am  weak— 

I  did  not  deep  laft  night. 

Hel.  Would  you  deep  now  ? 

Mort.  No,  Helen,  no.  I  tire  thy  patient  fweet« 
nefs. 

Heh  Tire  me !  nay,  that  you  do  not.  You 
forget 

How  often  I  have  fat  by  you,  and  watch’d. 
Fanning  the  bufy  fummer-flies  away. 

Left  they  fhould  break  your  dumbers.  Who  comes 
here  ? 


Enter 


Enter  Winterton. 


What,  Winterton  !  How  do’ft  thou,  old  acquain¬ 
tance  ? 

How  doft  thou,  Adam  ? 

TVint.  Blefs  your  goodnefs,  well. 

Is  my  good  matter  better  ? 

Hel.  Somewhat,  Adam. 

Wint.  Now,  by  our  lady,  I  rejoice  to  hear  it ! 

I  have  a  meiTge- - 

Hel .  O,  no  bufinefs  now  ! 

Wint*  Nay,  fo  I  faid.  Quoth  I,  his  honour's 
fick  ; 

Perilous  Tick  !  but  the  rogue  prefs’d,  and  prefs’d ; 
I  could  refufe  no  longer.  Out  upon  them! 

The  varlets  know  old  Winterton’s  good  nature. 
yTis  my  weak  fide. 

Hel .  Who  has  thus  importuned  you  ? 

Wint.  To  fay  the  truth,  a  moft  ill-favor’d  varlet* 
But  he  will  fpeak  to  none  but  to  his  worfhip. 

I  think  kis  foreft  bufinefs. 

Mort.  O,  not  now  : 

/  •  *■ 

Another  time — to  morrow — when  he  will. 

I  am  unfit. — They  teize  me  ! 

Wint.  Evki  as  you  pleafe,  your  worfhip.  I 
fhould  think. 

From  what  hedropt,  he  can  give  feme  account 
Of  the  poor  boy. 

Mort .  Of  Wilford  ! 

O  2 
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¥/int»  Troth,  I  think  fo. 

The  knave  is  fhy  *  but  Adam  has  a  head. 

Mart.  Quick*  fend  him  hither  on  the  inftant ! 
HafleJ 
Fly,  Adam,  fly ! 

Wint,  Well  now,  it  glads  my  heart 
To  hear  you  fpeak  fo  brifkly. 

Mort ,  Well,  defpatch  ! 

Wint*  I  go.  Heayen  blefs  you  both  !  Heaven 
fend  you  well. 

And  merry  days  may  come  again.  [Exit. 

HeL  I  fear,  this  bufinefs  may  diflrad  you*  Mor¬ 
timer; 

I  would  you  would  defer  it  till  to-morrow. 

Mort t  Not  fo,  fweet.  Do  not  fear.  I  prithee 
now. 

Let  me  have  way  in  this.  Retire  awhile. 

Anon  I’ll  come  to  thee. 

HeL  Pray  now,  be  careful. 

1  ctread  thofe  agitations.  Pray,  keep  calm. 

Now  do  not  tarry  long.  Adieu,  my  Mortimer ! 
Mort *  Farewel,  awhile,  fweet! 

HeL  Since  it  muft  be  fo— 

Farewel !  [Exit  Helen , 

Mort ,  Dear,  Ample  innocence  !  thy  words  of 
comfort 

Pour  oil  upon  my  fires,  Methought  her  eye. 
When  firfb  fhe  fpake  of  confcience,  Ihot  a  glance 
Like  her  dead  uncle  on  me.-  Well,  for  Wilford  ! 
That  flave  can  play  the  Parthian  with  my  fame, 

And 
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And  wound  it  while  he  flies.  Bring  him  before  me. 
Place  me  the  runagate  within  my  gripe. 

And  I  will  plant  my  honour  on  its  bafe. 

Firmer  than  adamant,  tho’  hell  and  death 
Should  moat  the  work  with  blood!  Oh,  how 
will  fin 

Engender  fin  !  Throw  guilt  upon  the  foul. 

And,  like  a  rock  dafh’d  on  the  troubled  lake, 
’Twill  form  its  circles,  round  fucceeding  round. 
Each  wider  than  the 

I  ~  _  •  V 

Enter  Orson. 

How  now  !  What’s  your  bufinefs  ? 

OrJ '.  Part  with  your  office  in  the  foreft :  part 
Concerns  yourfelf  in  private. 

Mart.  How  myfelf  ? 

OrJ .  Touching  a  fervant  of  your  houfe;  a  lad. 

Whole  heels,  I  find,  were  nimbler  than  his  duty. 

Mort .  Speak ;  what  of  him  ?  Quick-Know 

vou  where  he  is  ? 

¥ 

Canft  bring  me  to  him  ? 

OrJ, '.  To  the  very  fpot. 

Mort.  Do  it. 

OrJ.  Nay,  fofdy. 

Mort.  I’ll  reward  you — amply— 

Enfure  your  fortunes. 

OrJ.  Firfl  enfure  my  neck. 

’Twill  do  me  little  good  elfe.  I’ve  no  heirs ; 

And,  when  1  die,  ’tis  like  the  law  will  bury  me. 

At  its  own  charge. 
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Mort.  Be  brief,  and  to  your  purpofe. 

Orf  Then,  to  the  bufinefs  which  concerns  your 

office. 

Here,  in  the  forefh 

Mort.  Nay,  of  that  anOri. 

Firft  of  my  fervant. 

Orf  Well,  ev’n  as  you  pleafe. 

"Tis  no  rare  thing— Let  public  duty  wait. 

Till  private  interefts  are  fettled.  But 
My  dory  is  a  chain.  Take  all  together, 

"Twill  not  unlink. 

Mort.  Be  quick,  then*  While  we  talk. 

This  (lave  efcapes  me, 

Orf.  Little  fear  of  that. 

He’s  in  no  plight  to  journey  far  to-day* 

Mort .  Where  is  he  hid  ? 

Orf.  Hard  by ;  with  robbers. 

Mort .  Robbers  ! - — 

WellJ’m  glad  on’t.  "Twill  fuit  my  purpofe  bed. 

(  afide . 

—What,  has  he  turn’d  to  plunder  ? 

OrJ.  No;  not  fo. 

Plunder  has  turn’d  to  him.  He  was  knock’d  down, 
Laft  night,  here  in  the  foreft,  flat  and  fprawiing ; 
And  the  milk-hearted  captain  of  our  gang 
Has  Ihelter’d  him. 

Mort .  It  feems,  then,  thou’rt  a  thief  ? 

Orf.  1  ferv’d  in  the  profeffion :  But,  laft  night. 
The  fcurvy  rogues  cafnier’d  me.  ’Twas  a  plot. 
To  ruin  a  poor  fellow  in  his  calling. 

And 
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And  take  away  my  means  of  getting  bread. 

I  come  here,  in  revenge.  I’ll  hang  my  comrades. 
In  clutters,  on  the  forett  oaks,  like  acorns. 

Mart.  Where  lies  their  haunt  ? 

OrJ '.  Give  me  your  honour,  firft— - - 

Mart.  I  pledge  it,  for  your  fafety. 

OrJ.  Send  your  officers 
To  the  old  abbey  ruins  ;  you  will  find 
As  bold  a  gang  as  e’er  infefted  woods. 

And  fatten’d  upon  pillage. 

Mert.  What,  fo  near  me  ! 

In  fome  few  minutes,  then,  he’s  mine  !  Ho ! 
Win  ter  ton  ! 

Now  for  his  lurking  place  !  Hope  dawns  again* 
Remain  you  here ;  I  may  have  work  for  you. 

{to  Orjon » 

O !  I  will  weave  a  web  fo  intricate, 

For  this  bafe  infedl  1  fo  entangle  him  !~~ 

Why,  W interton  !  Thou  jewel,  reputation  I 
Let  me  fecure  thee,  bright  and  fpotlefs,  now  $ 

And  this  weak,  care-worn  body’s  diffolution. 

Will  cheaply  pay  the  purchafe !  Winterton  ! 

[Exit. 

OrJ.  There  may  be  danger  in  my  ftay  here.  I 
will  e’en  ttink  off,  in  the  confufion  I  have  rais’d. 
I  value  not  the* reward,  I  hang  my  comrades,  and 
that  (hall  content  me.  ( Exit . 
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A  Hall  in  the  Lodge. 

Enter  Fitzharding. 

Fitz.  Rare  fcuttling  towr’d  !  This  lodge  is  lit¬ 
tle  Babel : 

And  Spleen  and  Sicknefs  are  the  houfehofd  gods. 
In  this,  my  brother’s,  cailleof  confufion. 

The  hue  and  cry  is  up !  I  am  half  tempted 
To  wifh  the  game  too  nimble  for  the  dogs. 

That  hunt  him  at  the  heels.  Difhoneft  1  Well, 
I’ll  ne’er  trufl  looks  again.  His  face  hangs  out 
A  goodly  fign  ;  but  all  within,  it  feems. 

Is  dirty  rooms,  Rale  eggs,  prick’d  wine,  four  beer. 
Rank  bacon,  mufty  beef,  and  tallow  candles. 

I’ll  be  deceived  no  more. — I’ll  mix  with  none. 

In  future,  but  the  ugly  :  honed  men. 

Who  can  out-grin  a  Griffin  >  or  the  head 
Carved  on  the  prow  of  the  good  ffiip  the  Gorgon. 
I’m  for  carbuncled,  weather-beaten  faces. 

That  frighten  little  children,  and  might  ferve 
For  knockers  to  hall  gates. — Now — who  are  you  ? 

Enter  Samson. 

\ 

SamJ.  Head  fervingmap  to  madam  Helen,  Sir. 
Fitz .  Well,  I  may  talk  to  thee ;  for  thou  doft 
anfwer 

To  the  defcription  of  the  fort  of  men 
I  have  refolved  to  live  with. 

SamJ.  I  am  proud.  Sir, 

To  find  I  have  your  countenance* 
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Fitz.  Can’ll  tell  me 
The  news  of  Wilford  ? 

i Sam/, ;  He  is  turn’d  a  rogue.  Sir. 

An  errant  knave.  Sir.  Tis  a  rare  thing,  now. 

To  find  an  honefl  fervant: — We  arefcarce. 

Fitz .  Where  lies  the  Abbey  where  they  goto 
feek  him  ? 

Doll  know  it  ? 

Sam/.  Marry,  do  I ;  in  the  dark. 

I  have  flood  near  it,  many  a  time,  in  winter. 

To  watch  the  hares,  by  moonlight. 

Fitz.  A  cold  paflime  ! 

Sam/  Aye,  Sir;  ’twas  killing  work.  I’ve  left 
it  off. 

Fitz.  Think  you  they  will  be  back  foon  ? 

Sam/  On  the  inflant : 

It  is  hard  by,  'Sir. — Hark  I  hear  their  horfes ! 

They  are  return’d,  I  warrant. 

Fitz.  Run  you,  fellow, — — 

If  Wilford’ s  taken,  fend  him  here  to  me. 

Sam/.  Why  he’s  a  rogue.  Sir.  Would  your 
worfhip  (loop 
To  parley  with  a  rogue 
Fitz.  Friend,  Iwillfloop 
To  prop  a  finking  man,  that’s  call’d  a  rogue. 

And  count  him  innocent,  ’till  he’s  found  guilty. 
I  learn’d  it  from  our  Englifh  laws ;  where  Mercy 
Models  the  weights  that  fill  the  fcales  of  Juftice ; 
And  Charity,  when  Wifdom  gives  her  fentence. 
Stands  by  to  prompt  her.  ’Till  detection  comes, 

P  I  fide 
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I  fide  with  the  accufed. 

SamJ.  Would  I  had  known 
Your  worfhip  fooner.  You’re  a  friend,  indeed ! 
All  undifcover’d  rogues  are  bound  to  pray  for 
you  : 

—So,  Heaven  blefs  you  ! 

Fitz.  Well,  well— buttle*  fiirs— — 

Do  as  I  bid  thee, 

SamJ.  Aye  Sir.— I  lhall  lean 
Upon  your  worfhip  in  any  time  of  need.— 

Heaven  reward  you  ! - Here’s  a  friend  to  make  ! 

Exit . 

Fitz.  I  have  a  kind  of  movement,  ftill,  for 
Wilford, 

I  cannot  conquer.  What  can  be  this  charge 

Sir  Edward  brings  againft  him  ? — Should  the  boy 

Prove  guilty  1— well ;  why  fhould  I  pity  guilt  ? 

Philofophers  would  call  me  driv’ler. — -Let  them. 

Whip  a  deferter,  and  philofophy 

Stands  by,  and  fays  he  merits  it.  That’s  true 

But  wherefore  fhould  philofophy  take  fnuff. 

When  the  poor  culprit  writhes  ?  A  plague  on 
ftoicks ! 

I  cannot  hoop  my  heart  about  with  iron. 

Like  an  old  beer-butt.  I  would  have  the  veffel 
What  fome  call  weak  : — I’d  have  it  ooze  a  little. 
Better  compaffion  fhould  be  fet  abroach, 

*Tillit  run  wafle,  then  let  a  fyflem-monger 
Bung  it  with  Logick ;  or  a  trencher  cap 
Bawl  out  his  ethics  on  it,  ’till  his  thunder 
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Turns  all  the  liquor  four. — So !  Here  he  comes  1 

Enter  Wilford. 

Wilf.  I  am  inform'd  it  is  your  pleafure,  Sir, 

To  fpeak  with  me. 

Fitz .  Aye,  Wilford.  I  am  forry-— 

Faith,  very  forry,— you  and  I  meet  thus. 

How  could  you  quit  my  brother  thus  abruptly  i 
Was  he  unkind  to  you  ? 

Wilf.  Moft  bountiful. 

He  made  me  all  I  am.  The  poor  can  number 
His  virtues  thick  as  liars.  I  owe  him.  Sir, 

A  world  of  gratitude. 

Fitz .  'Tis  a  new  mode 

Of  payment  you  have  taken.  Wherefore  fly  ? 
Wilf.  I  was  unfit  to  ferve  him.  Sir, 

Fitz .  Unfit ! 

Wilf.  I  was  unhappy.  Sir.  I  fled  a  houfe 

Where  certain  mifery  awaited  me. 

While  I  was  doom'd  to  dwell  in't. 

Fitz.  Mifery  1 

What  was  this  certain  mifery  ? 

Wilf.  Your  pardon,— 

1  never  will  divulge. 

Fitz.  Indeed  ! 

Wilf.  No,  never. 

Pray  do  notprefs  me.  All  that  I  can  fay 
Is,  that  I  have  a  ftrong,  and  rooted  reafon* 

Which  has  refolved  me.  ?Twere  impoflible 
I  fhould  be  tranquil  here.  I  feel  it,  Sir, 

A  duty  to  myfclf  to  quit  this  roofl 

P  2 


Fitz 6 


io3  THE  IRON  CHEST; 

Fitz .  Harkye,  young  man.  This  fmacks  of 
myftery ; 

And  now  looks  foully.  Truth,  and  Innocence^ 
Walk  round  the  world  in  native  nakednefs. 

But  Guilt  is  cloak’d. 

Wtlf.  Whate’er  the  prejudice 
My  conduct  conjures  up,  I  muft  fubmit. 

Fitz .  ’Twere  better  now  you  conjured  up  your 
friends : 

For  I  muft  tell  you— — No,  there  is  no  need. 
Youlearn’d  it,  doubtlels,  on  the  way,  and  know 
The  danger  you,  now,  ftand  in. 

Wilfi  Danger,  Sir ! 

What?  How?  I  have  learn’d  nothing.  Sir  3  my 
guides 

Drag’d  me  in  filence  hither. 

Fitz .  Then  ’tis  fit 

I  put  you  on  your  guard.  It  grieves  me,  Wilford, 
To  fay  there  is  a  heavy  charge  againft  you, 
Which,  as  I  gather,  may  affe6t  your  life, 

JVilf,  Mine!* — O,  good  Heaven  ! 

Fitz .  Pray  be  calm : — for,  foon. 

Here,  in  the  face  of  all  his  family. 

My  brother  will  accufe  you. 

Wilf.  He!— What,  He! 

He  accufe  me  !  O  monftrous  !  O,  look  down 
You  who  can  read  mens  hearts  !'*— — A  charge 
againft  me  ! 

Ha,  ha!  I’m  innocent!  I’m  innocent!  ( much 

agitated ) 
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Fitz.  Colled  your  firmnefs.  You  will  need  it 
all. 

Wilf.  I  lhal!,  indeed !  I  pray  you  tell  me.  Sir, 

What  is  the  charge  ?  ^  . 

Fitz.  I  do  not  know  it’s  purport. 

I  would  not  hear  on’t :  for  on  my  voice  refts 

The  iflue  of  this  bufinefs  and  a  judge 
Should  come  unbiafs’d  to  his  office.  Wilford, 
Were  twenty  brothers  waiting  my  award. 

You  ffiould  have  even,  and  impartial  juftice. 

Wilf.  O,  you  are  juft  !  i  would  all  men  were  fo  ! 
Fitz .  I  hope  moft  men  are  fo.  Rally  your 
thoughts. 

When  you  are  call’d  upon!  if  truth  will  ferve 
you. 

Sketch  out  your  ftory  with  her  chafte,  bold  pencil : 
If  truth  ffiould  fail  you,  Wilford,  even  take 
The  faireft  colours  human  art  can  mix. 

To  give  a  glow  to  plaufibility. 

5Tis  felf-defence ;  and  ’tis  allow’d,  when  man 
Muft  battle  it,  with  all  the  world  againft  him. 

— ' — Heaven  blefs  you,  boy  !— -that  is,  I  mean— 
pffiaw !  plague  ! 

—Farewell!  and  may  you  profper  !  Exit, 

Wilf.  Then,  all  my  youthful  hopes  are  blighted 
in  the  bud  !  -The  breath  of  my  powerful  perfecu- 
tor  will  wither  them.  Let  me  recall  my  adions, 
— My  breaft  is  unclog’d  with  crime.  This  charge 
is  to  be  open; — in  the  eye  of  the  world;  of  the 
laws. — Then,  why  ffiould  I  fear  ?  I  am  native 

of 
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of  a  happy  foil  where  juftice  guards  equally  the 
life  of  its  pooreft  and  richeft  inhabitant.  Let 
him  inflift  his  menaces  upon  me,  in  fecret ;  Let 
him  torture  my  mind  and  body  *  he  fhall  not, 
cannot,  touch  my  good  name. 

Enter  Barbara. 

Barh .  O,  Wilford  l  (falls  on  his  neck ) 

Wilf \  Barbara  !  at  fuch  a  time,  too  ! 

Barh.  To  be  brought  back,  thus,  Wilford! 
and  to  go  away  without  feeing  me!  without  think¬ 
ing  of  me ! 

Wilf.  It  was  not  fo. — >1  was  haftening  to  your 
cottage,  Barbara,  when  a  ruffian,  in  the  foreft, 
encounter'd  and  wounded  me. 

Barh.  Wounded  you ! 

Wilf.  Be  not  alarm'd.  *Tis  not,  as  I  thought 
yefternight,  of  moment.  One  of  his  party  took 
me  to  the  Abbey  ruins,  and  gave  me  timely  fuc- 
cour. 

Barh.  And,  was  it  fo  l  was  it  indeed  fo,  Wil¬ 
ford  ? 

Wilf.  Aye,  Barbara.  When  I  was  drag’d  hU 
ther,  the  whole  troop  efcaped,  or  they  had  vouch’d 
for  the  truth  on’t. 

Barh.  I  would  they  not  had  efcaped.  For  all 
here  fay  that  you  had  fled  to  join  them. 

Wilf .  What !  join  with  robbers  !  what  next 
jPball  I  be  charged  with  ! 

Barh .  Bethink  you,  Wilford — the  time  is  fhort; 
I  know  your  heart  is  good  but— — — 

*  Wilf. 
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Wilf.  But  what?  Can  you  fufpeft  it,  too, 
Barbara  ! 

Barb .  O  !  mine  is  fo  link'd  with  it,  that  I 
would  follow  you  through  beggary,  through  pri- 
fons,  Wilford. 

Wilf.  Prifons  1  The  found,  now,  makes  me 
fhudder ! 

Barb .  If  in  a  hafty  moment  you  have  done 
ought  to  wrong  Sir  Edward,  throw  yourfelfon  his 
mercy  ; — fue  for  pardon. 

Wilf.  For  pardon  ! — I  fhall  go  mad!  Pardon! 
I  am  innocent. — Heaven  knows  I  am  innocent. 

Barb.  Heaven  be  thank’d  ! — The  family  is  all 
fummon'd.  O,  Wilford  1  my  Ipirita  fink  within 
me. 

Wilf \  ( \afide )  I  am,  now,  but  a  forry  com- 

forter. — Come,  Barbara;  be  tranquil.  You  fee 

* 

I  am  fo.  Dont - dont  you,  Barbara  ?  (agitated) 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  You  muft  attend  in  the  next  room. 

Wilf.  What,  Walter,  is  it  you  ?  Pray  tell  me 
if— 

Serv.  Do  not  queftion  me.  I  hold  no  dif- 
courfe  with  any  of  your  ftamp. 

Wilf.  Your  tone  is  flrangely  changed  on  the 
fudden.  What  have  I  done  ? 

Serv.  You  are  going  to  be  tried.  That's  enough 
for  me. 

Wilf 


f  12 


THE  IRON  CHEST; 


Wilf.  I  might  rather  claim  your  pity  on  that 
fcore,  Walter. 

Serv.  What,  pity  a  man  that*§  going  to  be  tri¬ 
ed  ?  O,  monftrous  ! 

Wilf.  Well,  fare  you  well.  I  will  not  upbraid 
you,  Walter.  You  have  many  in  the  world  to 
countenance  you.  Blacken  well  your  neighbour, 
and  nine  in  ten  are  in  hafle  to  cry  fhame  upon  him, 
ere  he  has  time,  or  opportunity,  to  wipe  off  the  ac- 
cufation.  I  follow  you. 

Serv.  Do  fo.  Exit , 

Barb .  O,  Wilford  ! 

Wilf.  Be  of  good  cheer.  I  go  arm’d  in  honefty, 
Barbara.  I  can  bear  every  thing.  Every  thing, 
lave  making  you  the  partner  of  my  misfortunes. 

That  Barbara— - 1  am  fure  you  love  me— — - 

That  would  give  me  a  pang  which  would— - 

Farewell !  Exit . 

Barb .  Alas  !  I  tremble  for  his  fafety !  fhould 
they  teai  him  from  me  ! - — 

SON  G. — Barbara. 

DOWN  by  the  river  there  grows  a  green  willow ; 

Sing  all  for  my  true  love  !  my  true  love,  O  ! 

I’ll  weep  out  the  night  there,  the  bank  for  my  pillow  ; 

And  all  for  my  true  love,  my  true  love,  O  1 
When  bleak  blows  the  wind,  and  tempells  are  beating. 

I’ll  count  all  the  clouds,  as  I  mark  them  retreating, 

For  true  lovers  joys,  well  a-day  !  are  as  fleeting. 

Sing,  O  for  my  true  love,  &c. 

* 
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Maids  come,  in  pity,  when  I  am  departed  ; 

Sing  all  for  my  true  love,  See. 

When  dead,  on  the  bank,  I  am  found  broken-heaited. 

And  all  for  my  true  love,  &c. 

Make  me  a  grave,  all  while  the  wind’s  blowing, 

Clofe  to  the  ft  ream,  where  my  tears  once  were  flowing. 

And  over  my  corfe  keep  the  green  willow  growing. 

’Tis  all  for  my  true  love,  &c, 

[  Exit , 

An  Apartment  in  the  Lodge . 

Fitz -Harding,  Wilford,  and  various  domefticks , 
dif covered . — To  them  enter  Adam  Winterton. 

Fite.  Is  not  Sir  Edward  coming,  Adam  ? 

Wint.  Ave,  Sir,— 

But  he  is  grievous  ill. — Since  Wilford  came* 

He  had  another  fit. — But  he’ll  be  here* 

Ah,  boy  !  that  I  fhould  live  to  fee  this  day  ! 

I  have  a  merry  heart  no  longer,  now. 

Wilf.  Good  man  1  you  have  been  ever  kind  to 
me. 

Wint .  Heav’n  fend  you  may  prove  honeft ! 
Heav’n  fend  it  1 

— Here  comes  Sir  Edward.  Would  that  I  had  died 
Two  reigns  ago ! 


Enter  Sir  Edward  Mortimer. 
Fitz .  Now,  brother. — -You  look  pale. 


And  faint  with  ficknefs. 
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Wint.  Here’s  a  chair  your  worfhip. 

Mart.  No  matter. — To  our  bufinefs,  brother. 
Wilford, 

You  may  well  guels  the  flruggle  I  endure 
To  place  you  here  the  mark  of  accufation. 

I  gave  you  ample  warning :  Caution’d  you. 

When  many  might  have  fcourged  :  and,  even  now. 
While  I  Hand  here  to  crufh  you, — aye,  to  crufh 
you,— 

My  heart  bleeds  drops  of  pity  for  your  youth, 
Whofe  rafhnefs  plucks  the  red  deflrudtion  down. 
And  pulls  the  bolt  upon  you. 

Wilf.  You  know  bed: 

The  movements  of  your  heart,  fir.  Man  is  blind. 
And  cannot  read  them  :  but  there  is  a  Judge, 

To  whofe  all-feeing  eye  our  in  mod:  thoughts 
Lye  open.  Think  to  him  you,  now,  appeal. — 
Omnifcience  keeps  heaven’s  regifter  ; 

And,  foon  or  late,  when  Time  unfolds  the  book, 
Our  trembling;  fouls  mud:  anfwer  to  the  record. 
And  meet  their  due  reward  or  punifhment. 

Fitz.  Now,  to  the  point,  I  pray  you. 

Mort ,  Thus  it  is,  then. 

I  do  fufpedt — By  heaven  the  flory  lingers* 

Like  poifon,  on  my  tongue, — but  he  will  force  it— 
Fitz*  What  is  it  you  fufpedt  ? 

Mort .  - -That  he  has  rob’d  me. 

Wilf.  Rob’d  !  I !  O,  horrible  1 
Fitz.  Not  yet— not  yet. 

Pray  tell  me  brother— I  will  be  impartial 


But 


But  I  am  fomewhat  moved. — Pray  tell  me,  brother. 
How  ground  you  this  fufpicion  ! 

Mort.  Briefly,  thus. - - 

You  may  have  noticed,  in  my  library, 

A  cheft  (JVilford  ft  arts) — You  fee  he  changes  at 
the  word. 

IVilf.  And  well  I  may  !  ( aftde . 

Mort.  Where  I  have  told  you,  brother. 

The  writings  which  concern  our  family. 

With  jewels,  cafh,  and  other  articles. 

Of  no  mean  value,  were  depofited. 

Fitz.  You  oftentimes  have  laid  fo. 

Mort .  Ye  Herd  ay, 

Chance  call’d  me,  fuddenly  away  ;  I  left 
The  key  in’t — but  as  fuddenly  return’d  $ 

And  found  this  Wilford,  this  young  man,  whofe 
flare, 

Y/hofe  orphan  (late,  met  pity  in  my  houfe, 

’Till  pity  grew  to  friendfhip, — him  I  found. 

Fix’d  o’er  the  cheft,  upon  his  knees,  intent. 

As,  now,  I  think,  on  plunder  $  tinging  theft 
Still  blacker  with  ingratitude  ;  and  rifling 
The  eafy  fool  who  fhelter’d  him.  Confufion 
Shook  his  young  joints,  as  he  let  fall  the  lid? 

And  gave  me  back  the  key. 

Fitz .  Did  you  not  fearch 
Your  papers  on  the  inftant  ? 

Mort .  No: — for,  fir  ft, 

(Habit^fo  long  had  fix’d  my  confidence) 

I  deem’d  it  boyifh  curiofity ; — 

But  told  him  this  would  meet  my  further  queftion: 

Q^2  Aftd 
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And,  at  that  moment,  came  a  fervant  in. 

To  fay  you  were  arrived.  He  mull  have  mark'd 
Our  mix’d  emotion. 

Fitz.  Is  that  fervant  here  ? 

Servant.  ’TwasI,  Sir. 

Mori.  Was  it  you  ?  Well,  faw  you  ought 
To  challenge  your  attention  ? 

Serv.  Sir,  I  did. 

Wilford  was  pale  and  trembling ;  and  our  mailer 
Gave  him  a  look  as  if  ’twould  pierce  him  through ; 
And  cried,  <c  Remember.” — Then  he  trembled 
more, 

And  we  both  quitted  him. 

Mort.  When  firft  we  met. 

You  found  me  fomewhat  ruffled. 

Fitz.  ’Tis  molt  true. 

Mort.  But  fomewhat  more  when,  afterwards,  I 
faw 

Wilford  converfmg  with  you — like  a  fnake, 

Sun’d  by  your  looks,  and  balking  in  your  favour. 

I  bade  him  quit  the  room,  with  indignation. 

And  wait  my  coming  in  the  library. 

Fitz.  I  witnefs’d  that,  with  wonder. 

Mort.  O,  good  brother ! 

You  little  thought,  while  you  fo  gently  fchooi’d  me. 
In  the  full  How  of  your  benevolence. 

For  my  harlh  bearing  tow’rd  him,  on  what  ground 
That  harfhnefs  relied.  I  had  made  my  fearch^ 

In  the  brief  interval  of  abfence  from  you. 

And  found  my  property  had  vanifb’d. 

Fitz .  Well—— 


You 
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You  met  him  in  the  library  ? 

Mori .  O  never 

Can  he  forget  that  folemn  interview  ! 

Aye,  fpeak  to  that : — it  was  a  folemn  in¬ 
terview. 

Mort.  Obferve,  he  does  acknowledge  that  we  met. 
Guilt  was  my  theme: — he  cannot,  now  deny  it. 
Wilf.  It  was  a  theme  of — No.  ( checking  him/elf 1 
Mort .  He  pleaded  innocence : 

While  every  word  he  fpake  belied  his  features. 
And  mock’d  his  protefiation.  I  reftrain’d 
The  chaftifement  he  fear’d  ;  nor  wou’d  I  blazon 
The  wrong  I  could  not  fix;  and  fubjedt,  thus. 

By  general  inquiry,  all  the  guiltlefs 
To  foul  fufpicion.  That  fufpicion  lay 
Moft  heavily  on  him ;  but  the  big  cloud 
Of  anger  he  had  gather’d  burfl  not  on  him. 

In  vengeance  to  o’erwhelm  him  :  chill  it  drop’d. 
But  kindly,  as  the  dew,  in  admonition; 

Like  tears  of  fathers  o’er  a  wayward  child. 

When  love  enforces  them  to  ruggedneF. 

Fitz.  What  faid  you  to  him  l 
Mort.  ce  Regulate  your  life. 

In  future,  better.  I,  now,  fpare  your  youth; 

<c  But  dare  not  to  proceed.  All  I  exact, 

“  (’Tis  a  foft  penance)— -that  you  tarry  here  ; 
c<  My  eye  your  guard,  my  houle  your  gentle  prifon^ 
*c  My  bounty  be  your  chains.  Attempt  not  flight ; 
Flight  ripens  all  my  doubt  to  certainty. 

And  juft  ice  to  the  world  unlocks  my  tongue.” — 
.  .  *  He 
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He  fled,  and  I  arraign  him. 

Fitz .  Trufl:  me,  brother, 

This  charge  is  ftaggering.  Yet  accidents 
Sometimes  combine  to  caft  a  fliade  of  doubt 
Upon  the  innocent.  May  it  be  fo  here  ! 

Here  is  his  trunk :  ’twas  brought  here  at  my  order. 
’Tis  fit  that  it  be  fearch’d* 

Mcrt.  O,  that  weie  needlefs. 

He  were  a  (hallow  villain  that  would  trufl: 

His  freight  of  plunder  to  fo  frail  a  bottom. 
School-boys,  who  ftrip  the  orchard  of  its  fruit. 
Conceal  their  thievery  better. 

Fitz .  Yet  ’tis  found. 

Such  negligence  is  often  link’d  with  guilt. 

— Take  note — I  fay  not  yet  that  he  is  guilty. 

But  I  fcarce  heard  of  crafty  villain,  yet. 

Who  did  not  make  fome  blot  in  his  foul  game. 
That  lookers-on  have  thought  him  blind,  and  mad. 
It  was  fo  palpable. — ’Tis  rarely  otherwife: 
Heaven’s  hand  is  in  it,  brother :  Providence 

Marks  guilt,  as  ’twere,  with  a  fatuity. - - 

Adam,  do  you  infpedb  it.  ( te  Winter  ton. 

Wilf.  Here’s  the  key — 

E’en  take  it,  freely. — You’ll  find  little  there 
I  value  5  fave  a  locket,  which  my  mother 
Gave  me  upon  her  death-beds  and  fhe  added 
Her  blefling  to’t.  Perhaps,  her  fpirit  now 
Is  grieving  for  my  injuries. 

Wint .  {after  opening  the  trunk).  O,  mercy  ! 
Fitz .  Plow  now  ?  What’s  there  ? 


Wint . 
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Wint.  As  Pm  a  wretched  man. 

The  very  watch  my  good  old  mailer  wore  ! 

And,  here,  my  lady’s  jewels  ! 

Wilf.  I  am  innocent. 

Juft  Heaven  hear  me  ! 

Fitz.  I  mull  hear  you,  now. 

What  can  you  fay  ? — Oh!  Wilford. 

Wilf Give  me  breath. 

Let  me  collet  myfi  If.  Firft  this,  (falls  on  his  knees') 

May  Deep 

Ne’er  clofe  my  burning  eyes ;  may  confcience 
gnaw  me; 

May  engines  wrench  my  entrails  from  their  feat ; 
And  whirl  them  to  the  winds  before  my  face. 

If  I  know  aught  of  this ! 

Fitz .  Make  it  appear  fo. — But  look  there ;  look 
there  !  ('pointing  to  the  trunk • 

Wilf.  Heap  circumllance  upon  me;  multiply 
Charge  upon  charge ;  pile  feeming  fa£t  on  fadl ; 
Still  I  maintain  my  innocence.  Look  at  me  ! 

Are  thefe  the  throes  of  guilt  ?  Are  thefe  con- 
vullions 

Of  a  poor,  helplefs,  friendlefs,  wretched  boyg 
The  llruggles  of  a  villain  ? — One  thing  more: 

I  here  aver  it — to  his  face  aver  it — 

He  knows — Yes,  he- — Yes,  my  accufer  knows, 

I  merit  not  his  charge. 

(a  general  expreffon  of  indignation ) 
Wint.  O  !  fie  on’t,  fie  ! 

Fitz.  Wilford,  take  heed  !  A  bafe  attempt  to 
blacken 
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An  injured  mafter,  will  but  plunge  you  deeper* 
TVtlf,  I  know  what  I  am  doing.  I  repeat  it : 
Will  die  repeating  it.  Sir  Edward  Mortimer 
Is  confcious  of  my  innocence. 

Mort.  Proceed - 

Look  at  thefe  proofs,  and  talk.— Unhappy  boy. 
Thy  tongue  can  do  me  little  mifchief  nowf 
Wilf  Do  you  not  know— — — - 
Mort .  What  l 

Wilf,  — — *Tis  no  matter,  fir* 

But  I  could  fwear- - - 

Mort .  Nay,  Wilford,  paufe  awhile. 

Reflect  that  oaths  are  facred.  Weigh  the  force 
Of  thefe  afleverations.  Mark  it  well. 

I  /wear  by  all  the  tics  that  bind  a  man , 

Divine  or  human  l  Think  on  that,  and  fhudder. 
Wilf- \  The  very  words  I  utter’d  !  I  am  tongue- 
tied.  ( aftde0 

Fitz,  Wilford,  if  there  be  aught  that  you  can 

urge,  ’  T  1  i|‘ 

To  clear  yourfelf,  advance  it. 

IVilf,  O,  I  could  ! 

I  could  fay  much,  but  mull  not.—No,  I  will  not. 
Do  as  you  pleafe. — I  have  no  friend— no  witnefs. 
Save  my  accufer.  Did  he  not— pray  afk  him— 
Did  he  not  vaunt  his  wiles  could  ruin  me  ? 

Did  he  not  menace,  in  his  pride  of  power. 

To  blaft  my  name,  and  crufh  my  innocence  ? 

Fitz ,  What  do  you  anfwer,  Sir  ? 

Mort .  I  anfwer— No.- 

More 
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More  were  fuperfluous,. when  a  criminal 

Oppofes  empty  volubility 

To  circumftantial  charge.  A  ftedfaft  brow 

Repels  not  fad,  nor  can  invalidate 

Thefe  dumb,  but  damning,  witnelTes,  before  him. 

(pointing  to  the  trunk,) 
Wilf.  By  the  juft  Pow’r  that  rules  us,  I  am 
ignorant 

How  they  came  there  ! — but  ’tis  my  firm  belief 
You  placed  them  there,  to  fink  me. 

Fitz.  O,  too  much  I 

You  fteel  mens’  hearts  againft  you  !  Death  and 
fhame  ! 

It  roufes  honeft  choler.  Call  the  officers. — • 

He  fhall  meet  puniffiment.  ( Servants  going,) 

Mort .  Hold  !  pray  you,  hold. 

Juftice  has,  thus  far,  ftruggled  with  my  pity. 

To  do  an  ad  of  duty  to  the  world. 

I  would  unmafk  a  hypocrite  $  lay  bare 

The  front  of  guilt,  that  men  may  lee  and  ffiun  it: 

’Tis  done — And  I  will,  now,  proceed  no  further. 

I  would  not  hurt  the  ferpent,  but  to  make 
The  ferpent  hurtlefs.  He  has  loft  his  fting. 

Let  him  depart,  and  freely. 

Fitz.  Lookye,  brother. 

This  fhall  not  be. — Had  he  proved  innocent. 

My  friendfhip  had  been  doubled  ;  you  well  know 
I  have  been  partial  to  him — but  this  ad 
Is  fo  begrimed  with  black,  ungrateful  malice. 

That  I  infift  on  juftice.  Fly,  knaves  !  run, 
r.  -  R  Anc\ 
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And  let  him  be  fecured.  [ Exeunt  Servants."]  You 
tarry  here.  (/<?  Wilford.) 

Mort .  I  will  not  have  it  thus, 
j Fitz.  You  mud — You  fhall— 

5Tis  weak  elfe.  Oons  !  I  trud  I  have  as  much 
Of  good,  draight-forward  pitv,  as  may  ferve  ; 

But,  to  turn  dove — to  fit  dill,  and  be  peck’d  at, 

It  is  too  tame.  His  infolence  tops  all ! 

Does  not  this  roufe  you,  too  ? — Look  on  thefe 
jewels. - — * 

Look  at  this  pifture. — ’Twas  our  mother’s  :  Stay, 
Let  me  infpect  this  nearer.  What  are  here  ? 

Parchments-  — - -  ( inf  petting  the  trunk.) 

Mort.  G,  look  no  further  * — They  are  deeds. 
Which,  in  his  hade,  no  doubt  he  crowded  there. 
Not  knowing  what — to  look  o’er  at  his  leifure— 
Family  deeds — They  all  were  in  my  ched. 

Wilf.  O,  ’tis  deep  laid  1 — Thefe,  too,  to  give  a 
colour  !  ( afide .) 

Fitz .  What  have  we  here  ?  I  have  your  leave, 
good  brother. 

As  arbiter  in  this.  Here  is  a  paper 
Of  curious  enfolding— flipt,  as  ’twere 
By  chance,  within  another.  This  may  be 
Of  note  upon  his  trial.— — — * What’s  this  drops  ? 
A  knife,  it  feems  ! 

Mort .  What !  (ftarting.) 

Fitz .  Marks  of  blood  upon  it. 

Mart .  Touch  it  not.  Throw  it  back! — bury 
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©h,  careleffnefs  and  hafte !  Give  me  that  paper. 
Darknefs  and  hell ! — Give  back  the  paper. 

[Mortimer  attempts  to  [natch  it;  Wilford 
runs  between  the  two  brothers ,  falls  on  his  kneesy 
and  prevents  him ,  holding  Fitzharding.] 

JVilf  ( rapidly )  No. 

J  fee — I  fee  ! — Preferve  it.  You  are  judge !— 
My  innocence,  my  life,  refts  on  it ! 

Mort .  Devils 

Foil  me  at  my  own  game  ! — Fate  ! — Ha,  ha,  ha  J 
Sport,  Lucifer  ! - He  itruck  me--' . 

[Mortimer  is  fainting ,  and falling ;  W ilford 
runs  and  catches  him.] 

Wilf  111  fupport  him.— — 

Read !  read  !  read  ! 

Fitz .  What  is  this  ? — My  mind  mifgives  me! 

It  is  my  brother’s  hand  ! — To  die  before  me ! 

What  can  this  mean  ? -  \readsf\ 

Narrative  of  my  murder  of- - Oh,  great  Heav’n  l 

cc  If  by  fome  chance  my  guilt  fhould  be  difclos’d, 
cc  May  this  contribute  to  reedeem  the  wreck 
cc  Of  my  loft  honour  !” — I  am  horror-flruck ! 

JVilf.  Plain,  plain  ! - Stay  !  he  revives. 

Mort.  What  has  been— foft ! 

I  have  been  wand’ring  with  the  damn’d,  fure.— 
Brother  ! — 

And— aye— ’tis  Wilford!  Oh!  thought  fiafhes 
on  me 

Like  Lightning.  I  am  brain-fcorch’d.  Give  me 
leave. 

I  will  fpeak— 'Soon  I  will —mi  a  little  yet 

R  a 
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Come  hither,  boy. — Wrong'd  boy  !  O  Wilford 
Wiiford  ! 

-.-i'  1  r 

(bur ft s  into  tears ,  and  falls  on  Wilford' s  neck.) 
Wilf  Be  firm.  Sir ;  pray  be  firm !  my  heart 
bleeds  for  you — 

Warms  for  you  !  Oh !  all  your  former  charity 
To  your  poor  boy,  is  in  my  mind* — Still,  ftill, 

I  fee  my  benefador  ! 

Mart.  Well,  I  will— 

I  will  be  firm.  One  ftruggle,  and  'tis  over: 

I  have  moft  foully  wrong'd  you  !  Ere  I  die— 
And  I  feel  death-ftruck — let  me  hafte  to  make 
Atonement. — Brother,  note.  The  jewels. 

Yes,  and  that  paper— Heaven  and  accident 
Ordain'd  it  fo!- — were  placed — Curfe  on  my  fldh. 
To  tremble  thus  ! — were  placed  there  by  my  hand: 
Fitz.  O,  mercy  on  me  ! 

Mort.  More.  I  fear'd  this  boy ; 

He  knew  my  fecret ;  and  I  blacken'd  him. 

That,  fliould  he  e’er  divulge  the  fatal  ftory. 

His  word  might  meet  no  credit.  Infamy 
Will  brand  my  mem'ry  for’t:  Pofterity, 

Whofe  breath  I  made  my  god,  will  keep  my  lhame 
Green  in  her  damning  record.  Oh  !  I  had- — 

I  had  a  heart  o'erfiowing  with  good  thoughts 
For  all  mankind  !  One  fatal,  fatal  turn. 

Has  poifon'd  all !  Where  is  my  honour,  now  ? 
To  die  ! — To  have  my  allies  trampled  on,  • 

By  the  proud  foot  of  fcorn  !  Polluted  !  Hell— 
Who  dares  to  mock  my  guilt  ?  Is't  you — or  you  ? 

W  rack 
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—Wrack  me  that  grinning  fiend !  Damnation ! 
Who  fpits  upon  my  grave  ?  I’ll  flab  again— 

I’ll - Oh!  (falls,) 

Fitz:  This  rives  my  heart  in  twain:  Why, 
brother,  brother ! 

His  looks  are  ghaftly. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  the  officers; 

*  % 

-  Fitz .  Away,  knave!  Send  them  hence — the 

boy  is  innocent. 

-  Serv,  What,  Wilford  ? 

,  Fitz .  Aye.  Tell  it  your  fellows;  Hence  !— 
You  fhall  know  more  anon.  Send  in  fome  help- — 
Your  mailer's  ill  o'  the  fudden.  Send  fome  help  ! 

(  Exit  Serv.) 

JVilf.  'Twere  bell  to  raife  him.  Sir. 

Fitz.  Soft,  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Helen. 

Hel .  Where  is  he?  Ill!  and  on  the  ground! 
Oh,  Mortimer ! 

Oh,  Heaven!  my  Mortimer,  O,  raife  him. — 
Gently. 

Speak  to  me,  love.  He  cannot ! 

Mort .  Helen — >'Twas  I  that - — 

(he  Jlruggles  to  /peak,  hut  appears  unable  to  utter.) 
.  MeL  Oh,  he's  convulfed  ! 

Fitz, 
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Fitz.  Say  nothing.  We  muft  lead  him  to  his 
chamber. 

Befeech  you  to  fay  nothing  !  Come,  good  lady; 
(Fitzharding  and  Helen  /^Mortimer  out.) 

V 

Enter  Barbara,  on  the  oppofite  fide: 

Bari .  O,  Wilford  !  I  have  flown  to  you  !  You 
are  innocent. — The  whole  houie  now  has  it,  you 
are  innocent.  Thank  Heaven  !  Speak ;  tell  me — 
How — how  was  it,  dear,  dear  Wilford  ? 

Wilf.  I  cannot  tell  you  now,  Barbara.  Another 
time :  But  it  is  fo. — I  cannot  (peak  now. — 

Barb.  Nor  I,  fcarce,  for  joy  !  See  \  hither  come 
your  fellows,  to  greet  you.  I  am  fo  happy  ! 

Enter  Servants,  &V.  &c.  &c . 

Servants .  Joy!  Wilford. 

Wilf.  Peace,  peace,  I  pray  you.  Our  matter 
is  taken  ill :  So  ill,  my  fellows,  that  I  fear  me  he 
(lands  in  much  danger.  That  you  rejoice  in  ipy 
acquittal,  I  perceive,  and  thank  you.  Sir  Edward's 
brother  will  explain  further  to  you  :  I  cannot.  But 
believe  this  : — Heaven,  to  whofe  eye  thedark  move¬ 
ments  of  guilt  are  manifefl,  will  ever  watch  over, 
and  fuccour  the  innocent,  in  their  extremity.  Cla- 

i 

mour  not  now  your  congratulations  to  me,  I  en¬ 
treat  you  :  Rather,  let  the  flow,  dill  voice  of  gra¬ 
titude  be  lifted  up  to  Providence,  for  that  care  fhe 
ever  bellows  upon  thofe  deferving  her  protection  ! 
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FINALE: 

WHERE  Gratitude  fhall  breathe  the  note. 

To  white-robed  Mercy’s  throne, 

Bid  the  mild  drain  on  aether  float, 

A  loft  and  dulcet  tone, 

i 

Sweet,  Tweet  and  clear  the  accents  raife. 

While  mellow  flutes  Ihall  fwell  the  fong  of  praifb# 
Melody!  Melody! 

A  foft  and  dulcet  melody! 

Where  fever  droops  his  burning  head ; 

Where  lick  men  languilh  on  their  bed  % 

Around  let  ev’ry  accent  be, 

Harmony!  Harmony! 

A  foft  and  dulcet  harmony !  J 
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